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Much Ado about Nothing,

ACT I. SCENE L

A Court before Leonato’s Houfe.

Enttr Leonato, fnnogen. Hero and Beatrice, nuUh
a Mejfenger.

L E o N A T oi

I
Learn in this letter, that Don Vedro of Arragon coined
this night to Mejpna.

Mejf He is very near by thisj he was not three
leagues off when I left him.

Leon, How many gentlemen have you loft in this

adlion ?

MeJf, But few of any fort, and none of name,
Leon, A vidlory is twice itfelf, when the atcheiver

brings home full numbers; I find here that Don Pedro
hath bcftow’d much honour on a young Florentine, call’d
Claudio,

MeJf, Much deferved on his part, and equally re-
membred by Don Pedro i he hath borne himfelf beyond
the promife of his age, doing in the figure of a Iamb the
feats of a lion : he hath indeed better better’d expeda-
tion, than you muft exped of me to tell you how,

Leon, He hath an uncle here in MeJJina will be very
much gUd of it,

^ 3
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, Mejf. I have already delivered him letters, and there

appears much joy in him, even fo much, that joy could
not fhew itCelf modell enough, without a badge of
bitternefs.

Did he break out into tears ?

In great meafurc.

Zeff//, A kind overflow of kindnefs; there are no
faces truer than thde that are fo wafli’d. how much
better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at weeping?

£ea/, I pray you, is Signior Montanto returned from
the wars or no ?

MeJf, I know none of that name, lady; there was
none fuch in the army of any fort.

Zeon. What is he that you afk for, neice ?

Hero* My coufln means Signior Benedick of Padua*

MeJf* O he’s return’d, and as pleafant as ever he
was*

Beat, He fet up his bills here in Mejftna^ and chal-

lerg’d Cupid at the flight ; and my uncle’s fool reading

the challenge, fubferib’d for Cupid^ and challeng’d him at

the bird- bolt. I pray you, how many hath he kill’d

and eaten in thefe wars ? but how many hath he kill’d ?

lor indeed J promis’d to eat all of his killing.

Zeon, ’Faith, niece, you tax Signior Benedick too much ^

but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not.

MeJf, He hath done good fervice lady, in thefe

wars.

Beat. You had mnfly vifluals, and he hath holp to

f£t it; he’s a very valiant trencher-man, he hath an ex-

cellent flomach.

BleJ/', And a good foldier too, lady.

Beat. And a good foldier to a lady ! But what is he

to a lord ?

MeJf. A lord to a lord, a man to a man, fluft with all

houonrable virtues.

Beat. It is fo indeed,, he is no lefs than a fluft man :
'

but for the ftufling,.'— well, w^e are all moitaL

Zeon. You muft not. Sir, miflake my niece r there

is a kind of merry war betwixt Signior Benedick and

her ; they never meet, but there ’-s a feirmilh of wit be-

tween them.

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our lafl con-

four of his five wits went hdeing ofF, and now is

the
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the whole man govern’d with orxe : So that, if he have

wit enough to keep himfelf warm, let him bear it for'

a

difference between himfelf and his horfe, for it is all the

wealth that he hath left to be known a reafcnable crea-

ture. Who is his companion now? He hath every month

a new fworn brother.

TvUff, Is it pofhble ?

Beat. Very eafily pofftble; he wears his faith but as

the fafhlon of his hat, it ever changes with the next

block.

Tvleff, I fee, lady, the gentleman is not in your books.

Beat. No I if he w'ere I would burn my fiudy.< But

I pray you who is his companion ? is there no young
fquarer now, that will make a voyage with him to the

devil ?

Meff. He is moll in the company of the right noble

Claudio*

Beat. O lord, he well hang upon him like a difeafe;

he is fooner caught than the peflilence, and the taker

runs prefently mad. God help the noble Claudio, if he

have caught the Benedick, it will coil him a thoufand

pound ere it be cur’d.

Meff. I will hold friends with you, lady.

Beat. Do, good friend.

Leon, You’ll ne’er run mad, niece.

Beat, No, not ’till a hot January* >

Mejf, Don Pedro is approach’d.

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar and
Don John.

Pedro. Good Signior Leonato, you are come to m^et
your trouble : the faihion of the world is to avoid coil,

and you encounter it.

Leon, Never came trouble to my houfe in the like-

nefs of your Grace ; for trouble being gone, comfort
(hould remain ; but when you depart from me, forrow
abides, and happinefs takes his leave.

Pedro, You embrace your charge moil willingly : I

think this is your daughter.

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me fo.

Bene. Were you in doubt, that you afk’d her ?

Leon, Sjgnior Benedick, no, for then were you a
child.

A 4 Pedro,
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Pedro You have it full, Benedick \ you may guefs by

this what you are, being a man : truly the lady favours

herfelf; be happy, lady, for are you like an honoura-

ble father.

Bene, If Signior Lecnato be her father, fhe would not

have his head on her fhoulders for all Mejftna^ as like

him as ihe is.

Beat, I wonder that you will ftill be talking, Signior

Benedick^ no body marks you.

Btne, What, my dear lady Difdain ! are you yet

living ?

Beat, Is it poffible difdain fhould die, while flie hath

fuch meet food to feed it, as Signior Benedick ? Courtefy

itfelf muft convert to difdain, if you come in her pre-*

fence.

Bene. Then is courtefy a turn-coat: but it is certain

I am lov’d of all ladies, only you excepted; and I would
I could find in my heart that I had not a hard heart,

for truly I love none.

Beat, A dear happinefs to women, they would elfe

have been troubled with a pernicious fuitor. I thank
God and my cold blood, I am of your humour for that;

I had rather hear my dog bark at a crow, than a man
fwear he loves me.,

.

Bene, God keep your Jadyfhip ftill in that mind, fo

fome gentleman or other ftiall fcape a predeftinate

fcratch'd face.

Beat Scratching could not make it worfe, if ’twere

fuch a face as yours were.

Bene. Well you are a rare parrot- teacher.

Beat. A bird of my tongue is better than a beaft of

yours.

Bene. I would rny horfe had the fpeed of your

tongue, and fg good a continuer ; but keep your way
a God’s name, I have done.

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick, I know
you of old.

Pedfo. This is the fum of all ; LeonatOy Signior

Claudio^ and Signior Benedick ; my dear friend Lecnato

hath invited you all ; I tell him we lhall ftay here at

the lead a month, and he heartily prays fome occafion

may detain us longer : I dare fwear he is no hypocrite,

but pray$ from heart.
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Leon. If you fwear, my Lord, you fliall not be for-

fworn. Let me bid you welcome, my lord
; being

reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe you ail
duty. ^

John. I thank you ; I am not of many words, but I
thank you.

Leon. Pieafe it your grace lead on ?

Pedro* Vour hand^ Leouato^ we will go together*

^ n I. ,
BenedickW Claudio.

Benedick, didil thou note the daughter of
Signior Leonato? ^

Bene. I noted her not, but I look’d on her*
Claud. Is file not a model! young lady ?

Bene. Do you quellion me, as an honeft man fhould
do, for my fimple true judgment ? or would you haveme f,^ak after my euftom, as being a profeffed tyrant
to their fex >

Claud. No, I pr’ythee fpeak in fober judgment.
Bene. Why i’faith methinks (he is too low for an

high praife, too brown for a fair praife, and to lit-
He for a great praife j only this commendation I can
afford her, that were Ihe other than Ihe is, fhe were
nnhandfomej and being no other but as llie is, I do not
like her.

Claud.. Thou think’ft I am in fport, I pray thee tellme truly how thou lik’ft her.
^ ^ *

^Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after

Claud. Can the world buy fuch a iewel ?
Beee. Yea, and a cafe to put it into

•

’but fpeak you
this with a fad brow > or do you pby the flouLg'jack
to tell us a good hare finder, and rnleananie

LTi-herr"
key fhall a man take y^u!

mS-d1““ '!»• I

Bene. I can fee yet without fpedacles, and I fee rofuch matter; there’s her coufm, if Ihe were rot

the firft of A%Qoth the laR of December: but I hoD^vouha^ no intent to turn hufbind, have you ?
^

Claud. I would fcarce truft mvTeIr, thoiioh T i, 4
fworn the contrary, if ligro would be "my wife,

^

^ ^ Bene..
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Bene, Is't come to this in faith ? hath not the world

cne man, but he will wear his cap with fufpicion ftiall

I never fee a bachelor of threefcore again ? go to i’faith,

if thou wilt needs thruft thy neck into a yoke, wear the-

print of it, and figh away Sundays: lock Den Pedro is

return’d to feek you.

Be enter Don Pedro and Don John.

Pedro^ What fecret hath held you here, that you fol-

lowed not to Lenmtds houfe

Bene, I would your grace would conflrain me to tell.

Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance.

Bere. You hear, Count Claudio : I can be fecret'

as a dumb man, I would have you think fo ; but on

mv allegiance, mark you this ; on my allegiance, he is

in" love, With whom ? now that is your Graces part^:

mark, how fliOrt his anfwer is, with Hero, Leonato s

Ihort daughter.
,

Claud. If this were fo,. fo were it uttered.
_

Bene. Like the old tale, my lotd, it is not lo, norW notfo; but indeed, God forbid it ftiould be fo.

Claud. If my paflion change not Ihortly, God forbid.

it (hould be otherwife.
, , , , •

Pedro. Amen, if you love her; for the lady is very

well worthy.
, i j

Claud. You fpeak this to fetch me in, my lord.

Pedro. By my troth I fpeak my thought.
^

Claud. And in faith, my lord, I ipoke mine.

Bene, And by my tv/o faiths and troths, my lord, \

fpeak mine.
x r i

Claud, That Hove her, 1 feel.

Peebo. That flie is worthy, I know.

Ven" That I neither feel how file Ihouid be ,oved,

know how &e fhould be. worthy, is the opinion

out of me; I will die in it at the

^^^Pedro. Thou waft ever an obftinate heietiek in the

^^c'w.°^And never could maintain his part, but in the

a woman conceded me, I thank her;

tha\ fne brought me up, I likewife give her

blf thanks; but that I will have a «cneate winded m

my forehead, or hang my bugle m an invifible
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rick, all women fhall pardon me ; becaufa I will not

do them the wrong to millrufi: any, I will do myfclf

the right to trud none ; and the hne is, for tne which

I may go the finer, I will live a bachelor

Pedro. I lhail fee thee, ere I die, look pale with love.

Bene. With anger, vvith ficknefs, or with hunger,

my lord, not with love
;
prove that ever I lofe more

blood with love, than I will get again vvith drinking,

pick out my eyes vvith a ballad maker's peir, and

hang me up at the door of a brothekhoufe for the fign

of blind Cupid.

Pedro. Well, if ever thou doft fall from this faith,

thou wilt prove a notable argument.

Bene If I do, hang me in a bottle like a cat, and

fhoot at me, and he that hits me, let him be clapt on

the Ihoulder, and call’d Adam.

Pedro. Well, as time fhall try; in time the favage

bull doth bear the yoke>

Bene. The favage bull may, but if ever the fenfible

bear it, pluck ofF the bull’s horns, and fet them

in nly forehead, and let me be vilely painted ; and in

luch great letters as they w rite, Here is good Hor/e to

hire, let them fignify under my fign, Here yQzi\ may fee

Benedick, the marry’d man.

Claud, If this fhould ever happen, thou vvouldll be

horn mad.

Pedro. Nay, if hath not fpent all his quiver in

Venice, thou wilt quake for this fhortly.

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then.

Pedro. Weir, you will temporize wtth the hours; in

the mean time, good Signior Benedick, repair to Lea-

nato'^s, commend me to him, and tell him 1 w'ill not

fail him at fupper, for indeed he hath made great pre-

paration.

Bene. I have almoll matter enougli in me for fuch an
ambafiage, and fo I commit you.

Claud. To the tuition of God. Froin my hoafe, if

I had it.

Pedro. The- fixth of July, your lovirig friend, Be-^

fiedick.

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not ; the body of your
difcourfe is- fometimes guarded wfth fragments, and* the
guards are but flightly bafted on neither; ere you flout



12 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING,
cM ends any further, examine your confcience, and
I leave you. [Sxk^

Claud. My Liege, your highnefs may now do me good*

Fedro. My love is thine to teach, teach it but how,.

And thou (halt fee how ap<- it k to learn

Any hard lefTon that may do thee good.

Claud. Hath Leonato any fon, my Lord ?

Fedro. No child but Hero^ fhe^s his only heir t

Doft thou afFedl her, Claudio?

Claud, O my lord.

When you went onward on this ended a6lioii

I look’d upon her with a foldier’s eye,

That lik’d, but had a rougher talk in hand
Than to drive liking to the name of love

;

But now I am returned, and that war thoughts

Have left their places vacant ; in their rooms
Come thronging foft and delicate defires.

All prompting me how fair young Hero is.

Saying I lik’d her ere I went to wars.

Fedro, Thou wilt be like a lover prefently,.

And tire the hearer with a book of words

:

If thou doft love fair Heroy eherifti it.

And nr break with her: was^t not to this end.

That thou began’ft to twift fo fine a (lory ?

Claud. How fweetly do you minifter to love.

That know love’s grief by his complexion 1

But left my liking might too fudden feem,,

J. would have falv’d it with a longer treatife.

Fedro. What need the bridge much broader than the

flood ?:

The fairefi; grant is the necefiity

;

Look what will ferve, is fiti ’tis once thou loveft,.

And I will fit thee with the remedy.

1 know we fhall have revelling to night,

I will afilime thy part in fome difgaife.

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio^

And in her bofom I'll unclafp my heart.

And take her hearing prifoner with the force

And firong encounter of my amourous talc i

Then after to her father will I break.

And the conclufion is, fhe fhall be thine ^

In piaflice let us put it prefently.^ \Bxuent*
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Re-enter Leonato and Antonioi

Leon, How now, brother, where is my coufin your

fon ? hath he provided this mufick ?

Jnt. He is very bufy about it ; but brother, I can

tell you news that you yet dream'd not of,

Leon, Are they good ?

j^nt. As the event flamps them, but they have a
good cover 5 they fhow well outward. The Prince

and Count C/audh, walking in a thick pleach’d alley

in my orchard, were thus over heard by a man of

mine : the Prince difcover’d to Claudio that he lov’d

my neice your daughter, and meant to acknowledge

it this night in a dance ; and if he found her accor-

dant, meant to take the prefent time by the top, and

inftantly break with you of it,.

Leon, Hath the fellow any wit that told you this ?

Ant, A good fharp fellow. I will fend for him, and

queltion him yourfelf.

Leon, No, no j we will hold it as a dream, ’till it

appear itfelf : but I will accquaint my daughter with-

all, that Ihe may be the better prepared for anfwer,.

if peradventure this be true
;

go you and tell her of
it: coufins, you know what you have* to do. O,. I

cry you mercy, friend, go you with me, and I will

ufe your Ikill
;
good coufin, have a care this bufy time.

[Exeunt,

Enter Don John and Conrade.

Conr, What the good -jeer my lord, why are you
thus out of meafure fad ?

John, There is no meafure in the occafion that breeds,

therefore the fadnefs is without limit.

Conr, You fhouid hear reafon,

John, And when I have heard it, what bleffing

bringeth it ?
'

Conr. If not a prefent remedy, yet a patient fof-

ferance.

John, I wonder that thou (being, as thou fay’d thou
art, born under Saturn) goeft about to apply a moral
medicine to a mortifying mifchief : I cannot hide what
I am : I mud be fad when I have caufe, and fmile at
no man’s jefts ; eat when I have a domach, and wait for

Jio man’s leifure; fleep when I am drowfy, and tend on
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no man’s bufinefs ; laugh when I am merry, and daw
no man in his humour.

Conr^ Yea, but you muft not make the fall fhow of

this, ’till you may do it without controlement
;

you
have of late flood out againit your brother, and he hath

ta’en you newly into his grace, where it is impofTible

you ibould take root, but by the fair weather that you

make yourfelf ; it is needful that you frame the fealbn

for your own harveft.

John, I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than a

rofe in his grace; and it better fits my blood to be dif-

dain’d of all, than to fafhion a carriage to rob love from

any: in this (though I cannot be faid to be a flattering

honeft man) it muft not be deny’d but I am a plain-deal-

ing villain ; I am trufled with a muzzel, and infranchifed

with a clog, therefore I have decreed not to flag in my
cage: if I had my mouth, I would bite; if I had my
liberty, I w'ould do my liking : in the mean time let me
be that I am, and feek not to alter me.

Co7ir. Can you make no ufe of your difeontent ?

John, 1 will make all ufe of it, for I ufe it only. Who
comes here ? What news, Borachio P

EnHr Borachio.

Bqra, I came y®nder from a great fupper ; the

Prince, your Brother, is royally entertain’d by Lea-

naio: and I can give you intelligence of an intended

marriage.

John, Will it ferve for any model to build mifehief

on ? What is he for a fool that betroths himfelf to un-^

quietnefs ?

Bora, Marry, it is your brother’s right hand.

John, Who, the moil exquifite Claudio P

Bora, Even he,

John, A proper fquire ; and who, and who? 'which

‘

way looks he ?

Bora, Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir of L/o-

nato,

John, A very forward March chick ! How come you

to this ?

Bora. Being entertain’d for a perfumer, as I was

fmoking a mufty room, comes me the Prince and

Claudio hand in hand in fad‘ conference; I whipt be-

hind the arras, and there heard it agreed upon that the'

Prince
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Prince lliould woo Hero for himfelf, and having cbcain'd

her, give her to count Claudio,

John, Come,, come, let us thither, this may prove

food to my difpleafure : that young ftart-up hath all

the glory of my overthrow; if I can crofs him any

way, I ble/s myfelf every way; you are both.fure, and

will affill me ?

Conr, To the death, my lord.

John, Let us to the great fupper, their cheer is the:

greater that I am fubdu’d ; would the cook were of my.

mind : fhall we go prove what’s to be done ?

Bora, We’ll wait upon your lordfhip. \Exeunt.-

ACT II. SCENE I.

Leonato’jr Houfe.

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Innogen, Hero, Beatrice,

Margaret and Urfula.

L E o N A T o.

W A S not Count John here at fupper ?

Ant, I faw him not.

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks! I can never
fee him, but I am heart bin n’d an hour after.

Hero, He IS of a very melancholy difpof tion.

Beat, He were an excellent man that were made juft

in the mid way between him and Benedicks the one is

too like an image, and fays nothing; and the other too
like my lady’s eldeft fon, evermore tatling.

Leon. Then half Signior Benedick'^ tongue in Count
Johns mouth, and half Count John's melancholy in
i^'ignlor.Benedicli's face

Beat, With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, and
money enough in his purfe, fuch a xsian would win any
woman in the world—if he could got her good-will.

Leon, By niy troth, niece, thou wilt never get thee
a hufoand, if thou be fo fhrewd of thy tongue.
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In faith (he’s too cur ft.

Beat. Too curft is more than curft, I fnal! leffen

God’s fending that way; for it is faid, Gcd fends a
curft cow fhort horns, but to a cow too caril he fends

none.

Leon. So by being too curft, god will fend you na
horn?.

Beat, Juft, if he fend me no huftand; for the which
blelTing I am at him upon my knees every morning
and evening : Lord 1' I could not endure a hufband with
a beard on his face, I had rather lay in woollen.

Leon. You may light upon a hufband that hath no-

beard.

Beat. What fhould I do with him drefs him in my
apparel, and make him my waiting-gentlewoman ? He
that hath a beard is more than a youth, and he that

hath no beard is lefs than a man ; and he that is more
than a youth, is not fit for me ; and he that is lefs than

a man, I am not for him ; therefore I will even take

fix pence in earneft of the bearherd, and lead his apes^

into hell..

Leon. Well then, go you into bell.

Be^t. No> but to the gate ; and there will the devil

meet me like an old cuckold, with his horns 9n his

head, and fay, Get you to heaven, Beatrice^ get you

to heaven, here’s no place for you maids ; fo deliver I

up my apes, and away to St. Peter
^ for the heavens

;

he ftiews me where the bachelors fit, and there live we
as merry as the day is long.

Ant. Well, neice, 1 cruft you will be rul’d by your

father. ® Hero.

Beat. Yes, faiths it is my coufin’s duty to make

curffy, and fay, as it pleafes you ; but yet for all thar^.

coufin, let him be a handfome fellow, or elfe make

another curt’ fy, and fay, father, as it pleafes me.

Leon. Well, neice, I hope to fee you one day fitted

with a hufband

Beat. Not till God make men of feme other metal

than earth ; would it not grieve a woman to be over-

mafter’d with a piece of valiant duft ? to make account

of her life to a clod of way -ward marie ? No, unde.

Til none ; Adam\ fons are. my brethren, and truly I

hold it a fin to match in my kindred.
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Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you; if the

Prince do follicit you in that kind, you know your

anfwer.

Beat. The fault will be in the mufxk, coufin, if you

be not woo’d in good time ; if the Prince be too im-

portunate, tell him there is meafure in every thing,

and fo dance out the anfwer ; for hear me. Hero, woo-

ing, wedding, and repenting, is a Scotch jig, a meafure,

and a cinque-pace ; the firft fuit is hot and hafty, like

a Scotch jig, and full as fantaftical ; the wxdding man-
nerly modeft, as a meafure, full of ftate and anchen-

try ; and then comes repentance, and with his bad legs,

falls into the cinque-pace fafler and fader, ’till he finiis

into his grave.

Leon, Coufin, you apprehend pading flirewdly.

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle, 1 can fee a church by
day-light.

Leon. The revellers are cntring, brother; make good

loom.
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar,

and others in Mafquerade.
Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your friend ?

Hero. So you walk foftly, and look fweetly, and fay

nothing, I am yours for the walk, and efpecially when I

walk away.

Pedro. With me in your company ?

Hero. I may fay fo when I pleafe.

Pedro. And when pleafe you to fay fo ?

Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend the
lute fhould be like the cafe.

Pedro. My vifor is PhilemotC% roof, within the houfe
is Jo^e.

Hero. Why then your vifor fhould be thatch’d.

Pedro. Speak low, if you Ipeak love.

Balth. Well, I would you did like me.
Marg, So would not I for your own fake, for I have

many ill qualities.

Balth. Which is one ?

Marg. I fay my prayers aloud.
Balth. I love you the better, the hearers may cry Amen,
Marg. God match me with a good dancer.
Balth.. Amen.
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Marg, And God ke^p him out of my fight when the

dance is done: anfwer clerk,

Baltb No more words, the cleik is anfsver’ck

Ur/ii. I know you well enough,- you are Signior

tcnio.

Bnt, At a word, lam not.

Urf, I know you by the waggling of your head.

Ant, To tell you true, I counterfeit him.

Vrf, You could never do him fo ill, well, unlefs you
were the very man : here’s his dry hand up and down ;

you are he, you are he.

Ant, At a word, I am not.

Vrf, Come, come, do you think I do not know you
by your e;ccelient wit? Can virtue hide itfelf? go to,

mum, you are he; graces will appear, and there’s an end.

Beat, Will you not tell me who told you fo ?

Bene, No, you fhall pardon me.

Beat, Nor will you not tell me who you are ?

Befie. Not now.

Beat, That I was difdainful, and that T had my good?

wit out of the hundred merry tales; well, this was^ Signioj^

Benedick that laid fo.

Bene, What’s he ?

Beat, I am fure you knov; hini w'ell enough.

Bene, Not I, believe me.

Beat, Did he never make you laugh ?

Bene, I pray you w'hat is he ?

Beat, Why, he is the Prince’s jefter, a very dull fool,

cnly his gift is in deviling impoihble danders : none but

libertines delight in him, and the commendation is not

in his wit, but in his villany ; for he both pleafeth men
and angers them, and then they laugh at him, and beat

him ; 1 ana fure he is in the fleet, I would he had boarded

me.
Bene. When I know the gentleman, I’ll tell him what

you fay.

Beat, Do, do ; he’ll but break a comparifon or two on

me, which peradventure not mark’d, or not laugh’d at,

frrikes him into melancholy, and then there’s a partridge

wing fav’d, for the fool will eat no fupper that night.

We muft follow the leaders.

Betie, In every good thing.
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Beat, Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave them

at the next turning. [^Exeunt,

Miifichfor the Dance,

John, Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, and hath

withdrawn her father to break with him about it; the

ladies follow her, and but one vifor remains.'

Bora, And that is Claudio^ I know him by his bear-

ing.

John. Are not you Signior Benedick?

Claud, You know me well, I am he.

John, Signior, - you are very near my brother in his

love, he is enamour’d on Hero ; I pray you dilTuade him
from her, fhe is no equal for his birth

;
you may do the

part of an honeft man in it.

Claud, How know you he loves her ?

John, I heard him fwear his afFedlion.

Bora, So did I too, and he fwore he would marry her

to-night.

John. Come let us to the banquet.

[Exeunt John and Bor.

Claud. Thus anfwer T in name of Benedick,

But hear this ill news with the ears of Claudio,

’Tis certain fo, the prince wooes for himfelf.

Friendfliip is conllant in all other things.

Save in the office and affairs of love ;

Therefore all hearts in love ufe their own tongues,

Let every eye negotiate for ftfelf,

And truft no agent ; beauty is a witch,,

Againft whofe charms faith melteth into Blood.

This is an accident of hourly proof,

Which I miilrulled not. Farewell then, Hero /

Enter Benedick.

Bene, Count Claudio?

Claud. Yea, the fame.

Bene, Come, will you go with me ?

Claud, Whither ?

Bene, Even to the next willow, about your own bufi-
nef. Count. What faffiion will you wear the garland
of? about your neck, like an Ufurer’s chain? or under
your arm, like a. Lieutenant’s fcarf? you muff wear it one
way, for the Prince hath got your Hero,

Claud, I wiffi him joy of her.

Bene\.
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Bene. Why that’s fpoken like an honed drover: fo they

fell bullocks: but did you think the Prince v^ould have
ferved you thus ?

Claud, I pray you leave me.

Bene, Ho ! now you flrike like the blind man ; ’twaar

the boy that dole your meat, and you’il beat the pod.

Claud, If it will not be. I’ll leave you. [Exit.

Bene, Alas poor hurt fowl : Now will he creep into

fedges. But that my lady Beatrice Ihould know me, and

not know me! the Prince’s fool! ha: it may be I go
under that title, becaufe I am merry

;
yea, but fo I am

apt to do myfelf wrong : I am not fo reputed. It is the

bafe (tho’ bitter) difpofition of BeatricCy that puts the

world into her perfon, and fo gives me out; well. I’ll be
reveng’d as I may.

Enter Den Vtiro,
Fedro, Now, Signior, where’s the Count? did you (tt

Mm ?

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have play’d the part of lady

Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a lodge in a
warren. I told him (and I think, told him true) that your

Grace had got the will of this young lady, and I offer’d

him my company to a willow tree either to make him.

a garland as being forfaken, or to bind him a rod,, as

being worthy to be whipt.

Pedro, To be whipt ! what’s his fault ?

Bene. The flat tranfgreflion of a School- boy, who being

overjoy’d with finding a bird’s neft, fhews it his com-
panion, and he fteals it.

Pedro^ Wilt thou make a trufl, a tranfgreflion? the

tranfgreflion is in the flealer.

Bene, Yet it had not been amifs the rod had^been made,

and the garland too ; for the garland he might have worn

himfelf, and the rod he might have bellow’d on you,,

who (as 1 take it) have ftoll’n his bird’s neft.

Pedro. I will but teach them to flog, and reftore them

lo the owner,
^

^

Bene. If their finging anfwer your tying, by toy faitk

you fay honeflly.

Pedro. The lady hath a quarrel to you;, the

gentleman that danc’d vith her, told her Ihe’s muck

wrong’d by you.
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Bene. O Ihe mifusM me pad the indurance of a *

an oak but with one green leaf on it, would have d

her ; my very vifor began to aflume life, and fcold with

her ? Ihe told me, not thinking I had been t«yfe!r, that

{ was the Prince’s jefter, and that I was duller than a

great thaw; hudling jeft upon jeft, with fuch impoffible

conveyance upon me, that I flood like a man at a mar^,

with a whole army fliooting at me; flie fpeaks poinards,

and every word ftabs ; if her breath were as terrible as

terminations, there were no living near her, flie would

infea to the North-Star; I would not marry her, though

fne were endowed with all that Mam had left hitn before

he tranfgrefs’d ;
fhe would have made Hercules have

turn'd fpit, yea and have cleft bis club to make the nre

too- Come, talk not of her, you fnall find her the in-

fernal Jte in good apparel. I would to God loine Scho-

lar would conjure her, for certainly while Ihe is here a

man may live as quiet in hell as in a fanftuary, and peo-

ple fin upon purpofe, becaufe they would go thither ; fo

indeed all difquiet, horror, and perturbation foHow her.

Enter Claudio, Beatrice, Leouato and Hero.

Fed. Look, here flie comes.
r • .

Bene Will your Grace command me any lervice to

the world’s end? I will go on th- flighteft erand now

to the Antipodes, that you can dcvife to lend ine on
;

_1

will fetch you a tooth- picker ncv from the fartheft men

of Ma ; bring you the length of Frefter Jobn\ foot ;

fetch you a hair off the great Cham's beard; do you

any embaffage to the pygmies ; ratiier than hold three

words conference with this harpy
:
yoi nave no employ-

ment for me ?

Pedro. None, but to defire your good company.

Bene. O God, Sir, here’s a difti I love not. I cannot

indure this Lady’s tongue. \^Exit>

Pedro. Come, Lady, come, you have loft the heart of

Signior Benedick,

Beat, Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while, and I

gave him ufe for it, a double heart ior a fingle one;

marry, once before he won it of me with falie dice,

therefore your Grace may well fay I have loft it.

Pedro, You have put him down, lady, you have put

him down.

Beat.
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Uauaio, whom you fent me to feek.
^ ^ount

fad?
^ow now. Count, wherefore are you

Claud. Not fad, my Lord,
Pedro. How then ? iick ? ^
Claud. Neither, my lord.

«ofweij;’^butSV'o"f^^^ nor merry,

thing of a jealot,scomp!e“xioii

to be true;

"""le. and fair/*;,

ohfafn^^
^
^

u
^^ther, and his good-will

joyf^ned, r^ame the day of marriage, and God|ve tS

m^omn^rVr f"“Shter. and with her

grace fcr l^e, “<1 aU

Beat. Speak, Count, ’tis your cue.

yoc.Sd^T^po.l'SiZge.' *"

withrkif??r^d’lS°nff”^°''r^^i°^ ^°p his mouthwicn a Kiis, and let not him fpeak neither.
In faith, lady, you have a merry heart.

rn thp’
rhank it, poor fool, it keeps

CW. And fo Ihe doth, coufin.

Jfr^’ alliance! Thus goes every oneto the world but J, and I am fun-burn’df I may fit ina corner, and cry heigh ho for a hulband.
^

Pearo. Lady BeatHce, I will get you one.
Beat I would rather have one of your father’s getting hath your Grace ne’er a brother like you ? vlur

them
^ Hulhands. if a maid could come by

Be^ra. Will you have me, lady ?

^ J’ave anotherfor working-days; your Grace is tol coflly t^wear
every
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every day : bat I befeech your Grace pardon me, I was

b'jrn to {peak all mirth and no matter.

Your filence moft cffends me, and to be merry

bell becomes you; for out of queftion you were born

in a merry hour.
» j i 4.

Beat. No, fare, my Lord, my mother cry d; but then

there was a ftar danc’d, and under that 1 was born.

Coufins, God give you joy.
, . i* t.u

Leon. Niece, will you look to thcfe things I told you

B^at. I cry you mercy, uncle : by your Grace s par-

' [Exit. Beatrice.

Pedro. By my troth, a pleafant-fpirited lady.
_

Leon. There’s little of the melancholy element in her,

my Lords Ihe is never fad but when Ihe fleeps, and Mt

ever fad then; for I have heard my daughter fay, fte

bath often dream’d of happineff, and wak d hetfelf

with laughing. nr u r

Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a nui-

Leon. O, by no means, (he mocks all her wooers out

of fuit. ... _ ,

Pedro She v/ere an excellent wife for Benedick.

Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but a week

mariy’d, they would talk themfelves mad.

Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go to

chur.ch ? '

. -u

Claud. To-morrow, my Lord ; time goes on crutch.s,

’till love have ail its rites.
, • t • v

Leon. Not ’till Monday, my dear fon, which is hence

a juft (even-night, and a time too brief too, to have all

things anfwer my mind.

Pedro. Come, you lhake the head at fo long a

breathing; but I warrant thee, Claudio, the time lhatl

not go dully by us ; I will in the Interim unoertake

one of Hercules'^ labours, which is to bring Signior

Benedick and the lady Beatrice into a mountain of af-

fedion the one with the other; I would fam h.iva it

a match, and I doubt not to falhion it, if you three

will but minifter fuch affillance as I fnall give you

dire(f\ion.
, 1 n

Leon. My Lord, I am far you, though it coll me ten

nights watchings.
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Claud. And I, my Lord.

Fedro. And you too, gentle Hero ?

Hero. I will do any modeft office, my lord, to help

my CO u fin to a good hulband.

Pearo. And Benedick is not the unhopefulleft huf-

band that I know ; thus far I can praife him, he is of

a noble ftrain, of approv’d valour, and confirm’d ho-

nefly. 1 will teach you how to humour your coulin,

that fhe fhall fall in love with Benedick % and I, with

your two helps, will fo pra6life on Benedick ; that in de^

fpite of his quick wit, and his queafy ftomach, he fhall

fall in love with Beatrice: if we can do this, Cupid is

no longer an archer, his glory fhall be ours, for we are

the only Love-Gods
;

go in with me, and I will tell

you my drift. [^Exeunt,

Enter Don John and Eorachio.

John. Is it fo, the Count Claudio fhall marry the

Daughter of Leonato?

Bora. Yea, my lord, but I can crofs it.

John. Any bar, any crofs, any impediment will

be medlcinable to me ; I am fick in difpleafure to him,

and wbatfoever comes athwart his affeflion, ranges

evenly with mine. How canft thou crofs his mar-

riage ?

Bora, Not honeflly, my lord, but fo covertly that no
difhcnefly fhall appear in me.

John. Shew me briefly how.

BoraV 'l- think I told your lordfhip a year fince, how
much I am in the favour of Margarety the waiting gen-

tlewoman to Hero. \

John, I remember.

Bora. I can, at any unfeafonable inflant of the nighty

appoint her to look out at her Lady’s chamber win=

dow.

John. What life is in that, to be the death of this

marriage ?

Bora. The poifon of that lies in you to temper; go

you to the Prince ycur brother, fpare not to t^ll him,

that he hath wrong’d his honour in marrying the re-

nowned Claudby (whofe eftimation do you mightily hold

up) to a contaminated dale, fuch a one as Hero.

John. What proof fhall I make of that ?

z

Bora.
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Bora. Proof enough, to mifufe the Prince, to vex

Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonaio i ' look you for

any other ilTae f

John. Only to defpite them, I will endeavour any
thing.

Bora. Go then find me a meet hour, to dravv Don
Pedro^ and the Count Claudio, alone ; tell them that

you know Hero loves me; intend a kind of zeal both

to the Prince and Claudio^ as in love of your bro-

ther’s honour who hath made this match, (and his

friend’s reputation, who is thus like to be cozen’d with

the femblance of a maid,) that you have difcover’d

thus; they will hardly believe this without tryal: of-

fer them inftances, which fhall bear no lefs likelihood

than to fee me at her chamber-window, hear me call

Margaret
y Hero ; hear Margaret term me Borachioy and

bring them to fee this, the very night before the in-

tended wedding for in the mean time I will fo falhion

the matter, that Hero fhall be abfent, and there fhall

appear fuch feeming truths of Herds difloyalty, that

jealoufy fhall be call’d afTurance, and all the prepara^

tion overthrown.

John. Grow this to what adverfe iffue it can, I will

put it in pradice: be cunning in the working this

and thy fee is a thoufand ducat?.

Bora. Be thou conflant in the accufation, aid my
cunning fhall not fhame me.

John. I will prefently go learn their day of mar-

riage. [Exeunt.

LEONATO’s GARDEN.
Enter Bewjdick and a Boy.

Bene. Boy.

Boy. Signior.

Bene. In my chamber window lies a book, bring if

hither to me in the orchard.

Boy. I am here already, Sir. [Exit Boy.

Bene. I know that, but I would have thee hence,

and here again. I do much wonder, that one man
feeing how much another man is a fool, when he de-

dicates his behaviours to love, will, after he hath laught
at fuch fhallow follies in others, become the argument
of his own fcorn, by falling in love ! and fuch a man
is Claudio. I have known when there was no mufick

B with
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with him but the drum and the fife, and now had he
rather hear the taber and the pipe : I have known
when he would have walk’d ten mile o-foot, to fee a
good armour ; and now will he lie ten nights awake,
carving the fafhion of a new doublet. He was^pnt
to fpeak plain, and to the purpofe, like an honeft^j^n

and a foldier, and now is he turn’d orthographer, his

words are a very fantailical banquet, juft fo many ftrange

difhes. May I be fo converted, and fee with thefe eyes ?

I cannot tell, I think not. I will not be fworn, but

love may transform me to an oyfter; but I’ll take my
oath on it, ’till he have made an oyfter of me, he fhall

never make me fuch a fool ; one woman is fair, yet I

am well ; another is wife, yet I am well ; another vir-

tuous, yet I am well. But ’till all graces be in one

woman, one woman (hall not come in my grace. Rich
ihe fhall be, that’s certain ; wife, or I’ll none ; virtu-

ous, or I’ll never cheapen her ; fair, or I’ll never look

on her ; mild, or come not near me ; noble, or not I

for an angel; of good difcourfe, an excellent mufician,

and her hair fhall be of what colour it pleafe God.
Ha ! the Prince and monfieur Love : I will hide me in

the arbour.

Enter Don VcdrOf Leonato, Claudio Balthazar.

P^Jro, Come, fhall we hear this mufick ?

Claude Yea, my good lord ; how ftill the evening is ?

As hufh’d on purpofe to grace harmony.

Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid himfelf ?

Claud. 'O very well, my lord ; the mufick ended,

V/e’ll fit the kid fox with a penny-worth.

Pedro, Come, Balthazar^ we’ll hear that fong again.

Balth, O good my lord, tax not fo bad a voice

To flander mufick any more than once.

Pedro, It is the witnefs ftill of excellency.

To put a ftrange face on his own perfedion

;

I pray thee fing, and let me woo no mgfe.

. The SONG.
Si^h no more^ ladies Jigh no more^

Men Rvere deceiver s e^i’ery

One foot in fea. ard one ot.Jhore^

^0 O iC thin c^n \ant never

^

nea
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‘Ihenfiih notfo, but let them go.
And he you blith and bonny

^

Con^verting allyourfounds of
Into hey nony^ nony.

Sing no more dities, fmg no mote,
Ofdumpsfo dull and hea^y

,

I^hefrauds ofmen ^ere e^er fo.
Sincefummerjirji ^as leafy:

^henfgh notfo. See.

Pedro. By my troth, a good fong.
Balth, And an ill finger, my lord.

Bene If he had been a dog that IhouM have howl’dthus they would have hang’d him. and I pray God hisbad voice bode no mifehief; I had as lief /ave heard

after
could have come

Balthazar ? I pravthee get us fome excellent mufick ; for to-morrow

'^"bJI r7 Va f" chamber-window.
Bu/th. The bell I can, my ford. f£x//
Pt,no. Dofo; farewell. Come hither.^.lt

,

was It you told me of to-day, that your nlict jifwas in love with Signior Benedick?
^ Beatrice

Claud. O ay, ftalk on j llalk on, the fowl fits Idid never think that lady would have loved any man
'

fli/th”'
^ but moll wonLrful thatfte foould fo doat on Signior Benedick, whom foe hathm all outward behaviour feem’d ever to ^bhor

^ ^
Bene. Is t poflible fits the wind in that cmner ?

.hM"”;/;?’ bmxS'L' “r

»

Mion, i.hpdi,h.i»st-,iT,ho:br'
”

counterfeit.
Claud. Faith, like enough

“I-

Claud. Bait the hook well, the fifo will bite.

'

B 2 r
Leon,
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Leon. What effeas, ray lord ? Ihe will fit you :

you

heard my daughter tell you how.

Claud. She did indeed.

Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? you amaze me. I

would have thought her fpirit had been invincible

againfl; all allaults of alFeaion.
, , r • n

Leon. I would have fworn it had, my lord, efpecially

againft Benedick. , ,

Bene. I Ihodd think this a gull, but that the white-

bearded fellow fpeaks it ; knavery cannot lure hide him-

felf in fuch reverence.
.

Claud. He hath ta’en th’ infeaion, hold it up.

Pedro. Hath llie made her aftiaion known to Bene-

‘^“^Leon. No, and fwears Ihe never will, that’s her tor-

^^'c'laud. ’Tis true indeed, fo your daughter fays; lhall

I, fays Ihe, that have fo oft encounter’d him with icorn,

write to him that I love him ?

Leon. This fays Ihe now, when Ihe is beginning to

write to him ; for (he’ll be up twenty times a-night, and

tliere will fhefit in her fmock, ’till Ihe have writ a flieet

of paper : my daughter tells us all.

Claud. Now you talk of a Iheet of paper, I remcm-

ber a pretty jeft your daughter told us of.

Lem. O, when Ihe had writ it, and ivas reading it

over, (he found Benedick and Beatrice between tfie

fheet.

O, fhe tore the letter into a thoufand_ half-

pence, rail’d at herfelf, that Ihe Ihoald be (b immo-

Lft to write to one that Ihe knew wojild flout her .

I meafure him, fays (he, by my own ^
^

flcut him if he writ to me, yea tho I love him,

^'°ctud. Then down upon her knees

fobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, curfes, O

fweetBeWfri/ Gcd give me patience !

Leon. She doth indeed, my daughter ‘7

ecflafy hath fo much overborne her, tnat my daughter s

wXnes afraid (he will do defperate outrage to her-

self 5 it is very true.
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Pedro, It were good that Benedick knew of it by fome

other, if Ihe will not difcover it.

Claud. To what end ? he would but make a fport

of it, and torment the poor lady worfe.

Pedro. If he (hould, if v/ere an alms to hang him;

fhe’s an excellent fweet lady, and (out of all fulpicion)

fne is virtuous.

Claud. And fhe is exceeding wife.

Pedio. In every thing but in loving Benedick.

Leon. O my lord, wifdom and blood combating h fo

tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, that blood

hath the vidlory ; I arn forry for her, as 1 have julf

caufe, being her uncle and her guardian.

Pedro. 1 would fhe had beftow’d this dotage on me ;

I would have dolFt all other refpedls, and made her half

myfelf; I pray you tell Benedick of it, and hear what

he will fay

Leon. Were it good, think you ?

Claud,. Hero thinks furely (be will die, for fhe fays fhe'

will die if he love her not, and fhe will die ere fhe make
her love known ; and fne will die if he woo her, ra-

ther than fhe will bate one breath of her accuHom’d
crofTnefs.

Pedro. She doth well ; if fhe fhould make tender of

her love, ’tis very pofTible he’ll fcorn it; tor the man
as you know all, hath a contemptible ipirit.

Claud. He is a very proper man.
Pedro. He hath indeed a good outward happinefs.

Claud. ’Fore God, and in my mind, very wife.

Pedro. He doth indeed fhew fome fparks that are like

wit.

Leon. And I take him to be valiant.

Pedro. As Hediory I affure you ; and in the manag-
ing of quarrels, you may fee he is wife, for either he
avoids them with grear diferetion, or undertakes them
with a chriftian-like fear. Well, I am forry for your
neice : fhall we go fee Benedick, and tell him of her
love ?

Claud. Never tell him, my lord, let her wear it out
with good counfcl.

Leon. Nay, that’s impoflible, fhe may svear her heart
out firft. B 3

Pedro.
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Fedro, Well, we will hear further of it by your daugh-

ter j let it cool the while. I love Benedick well, and I
could wilh he would modellly examine himfelf, to fee

how much he is unworthy to have fo good a lady.

Leon, My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready.

Claud. If he do not doac on her upon this, 1 will never

trufl: my expedlation.

Fedro. Let there be the fame net fpread for her, and
that muft your daughter and that gentlewoman carry ; the

fport will be, when they hold an opinion of one another’s

dotage, and no fuch matter ,* that’s the fcene that I would
fee, which will be merely a dumb fhew ; let us fend her

to call him in to dinner. [Exeunt,

Bene. This can be no trick, the conference was fadly

borne ; they have the truth of this from Heroy they feem
to pity the lady ; it feems her afiedions have the full

bent. Love me ! why it muft be requited : I hear how
I am cenfured ; they fay I will bear myfelf proudly, if!

perceive the love come from her ; they fay too, that flie

will rather die than give any fign of afFeflion 1

did never think to marry— I muft not feem proud—

—

happy are they that hear their detradions, and can put

them to mending: they fay the lady is fair; ’tis a truth, I

can bear them witnefs : and virtuous; ’tis fo, I cannot

reprove it : and wife, but for loving me— by my troth

it is no addition to her wit, nor no great argument of her

folly ; for I will be horribly in love with her,~— I may
chance to have fome odd quirks and remnants of wit

broken on me, becaufe I have rail’d fb long againft mar-

riage ; but doth not the appetite alter ? a man loves the

meat in his youth, that he cannot endure in his age.

Shall quipps and fentences, and thefe paper bullets of the

brain, awe a man from the career of his humour ? no :

the world muft be peopled. When I laid I would die a

bachelor, I did not think I Ihould live ’till I were marry ’d.

Here comes Beatrice r by this day Ihe’s a fair lady, Ido

fpy lomc marks of love in her.

Enter Beatrice.

Beat. Againft my will I am font to bid you come in to

dinner. * ^
Bene,
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Bene\ Fair Beaticey I thank you for your pains.

Beat. I took no more pains for thofe thanks, than

you take pains to thank me ; if it had been painful, I

would not have come.

Bene. You take pleafure then in the meffage.

Beat. Yea, juft fo much as you may take upon a

knife’s point, and choak a daw withal: you have no

ftomach, Signior 5 fare you well, [Exit.

Bene. Ha ! againft my will I am fent to bid you come
in to dinner : there’s a double meaning in that. I took

no more pains for thofe thanks, than you took pains to

thank me ; that’s as much as to fay, any pains that I

take for you is as eafy as thanks. If I do not take pity

of her, 1 am a villain ; if I do not love her, I am a

Je^ ; I will go get her pidure. [Exit*

ACT III. SCENE L .

Continues in the Garden,

Enter Hero,' Margaret and Urfula.

Hero.

G ood Margaret

^

run thee into the parlour.

There ftialt thou find my coufin Beatrice,

Propofing with the prince and Claudio ;

Whifper her ear, and tell her I and Urfula

Walk in the orchard, and our whole dilcourfe

Is all of her ; fay that thou overheard’ft us.

And bid her fteal into the pleached bower.

Where honey fuckles ripen’d by the fun

Forbid the fun to enter ; like to favourites

Made proud by princes, that advance their pride

Againft that power that bred it : there will Ihe hide her
To liften to our purpofe ; this is thy office.

Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone.

Marg, ril make her come, I warrant, prefently. [Exit

B 4 Hero,
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Hero, Now, Urfula^ when Beatrice doth come^

As we do trace this alley up and down,

Our talk muft only be of Benedick \

When I do name him, let it be thy part

To praife him more than ever man did merit*^

My talk to thee moft be how Be^iedick

Is fick in love with Beatrice; of this matter

Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made.

That only wounds by hear- fay : now begin.

Enter Beatrice.

For look where Beatrice like a lapwing runs

Clofe by the ground to hear our conference.

Urfit, The pleafant’ft angling is to fee the fifh

Cut with her golden oars the filver ftream,

And greedily devour the treacherous bait 5

So angle we for Beatrice, who ev’n now
Is couched in the woodbine coverture ;

Fear you not my part of the dialogue.

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lofe nothing

Of the falfe fvveet bait that we lay for it.

No truly, JJrfula, Ihe's too difdainful,

I know her fpirits are as coy and wild,

As f haggerds of the reck.

Urfu. But are you fure

That Benedick loves Beatrice fo intlrely ?

Hero. So fays the prince, and my new trothed lord,.

Vrfu. And did they bid you tell her of it. Madam I

Hero, They did intreat me to, acquaint her of it ;

Eat I perfuaded them, if they lov’d Benedick^

To wifh him wreHle with afedlion.

And never to let Beatrice know of it.

Urfu, Why did you fo ? doth not the gentleman

Deferve as full, as fortunate a bed.

As ever Ih all couch upon ?

Hero. O God of love ! I know he doth deferve

As much as may be yeilded to a man ;

But nature never fram’d a woman’s heart

Of prouder fluff than that of Beatrice.

Difdain and feorn ride fparkling in her eyes,

Mif-prizing what they look on, and her wit

Values itfeif fo highly, that to her

All matter elfe feems weak ; fhe cannot love^ ^

f kVild ha'Vjks
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Nor take no lhape nor projed of afFedlion,
^ne IS lo leif-endeared.

Ur/tt. Sure I ihink fo 5

And therefore certai.-Iy it were not eood
i>he knew is love, lell ihe make fport at it.

r
J never yet faw man,
rarely featur’d.

But (he would fpell him backward: if fair-fac’d.
She d (wear the gentleman Ihould be her filter ;
if black, why nature drawing of an antick.
Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed;
ij low, an 3gat very vilely cut;
If fpeakmg, why, a vane blown with all winds;
it fuent, why, a block moved with none
So turns Ihe every man the wrong lide out.And never gives to truth and virtue that
Which limplenefs and merit purchafeth.

J-/#.
Sure, fure fuch carping is not commenda ble.

A. nZ:As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable.
But who dare tell her fo ? if I (hould fpeak.
She d mock roe into air, O (he would laugh meOut of myfelf, prefs me to death with wit.
Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire,
Confume away in fighs, wafte inwardly ;;

It were a bitter death to die with mocks,
Which IS as bad as 'tis to die with tickling.

Urfie. Yet tell her of it ; hear what (he will fayBern. No rather I will go to Benedick,
Ana counfe him to fight againil his paffioir.
Ana truly I’ll devi(e fome honed danders
To flam my ccnfin with j one doth not knowHow much an ill word may impoilbn likino.

Ur/u. O do not do your coufin (ueb a wrong
?he cannot be fo much without true judgment,
(Having fofweet and excellent a wit,
As (he is priz’d to have) as to reftife
So rare a gentleman as Benedick.

Hero. He is the only man of Itah,.
Always excepted my dear Claudio.

Urfu. I pray you be no: angry with me. MadamSpeaKing my fancy ;• Signior BeLdhk, '

33

For
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For (hape, for bearing, argument and valour.

Goes foremoft in report through Italy.

Hero. Indeed he hath an excellent good name.

TJrfu. His excellence did earn it ere he had it.

When are you married, Madam ?

Hero. Why every day, to morrow ; come, go in,

ril {hew thee iome attires, and have thy counfel

Which is the beft to furnifh me to-morrow.

Urfu. 5he's ta’en, I warrant you ; we have caught her.

Madam.
Hero. If it prove fo, then loving goes by haps

;

Some Cupids kill with arrows, fome with traps. '[Exeunt,

Beat. What fire is in my ears ? can this be true ?

Stand I condemn’d for pride and fcorn fo much ?

Contempt farewell, and maiden pride adieu !

No glory lives behind the back of fuch.

And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee.

Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand ;

If thou doll love, my kindnefs fhail incite thee

To bind our loves up in an holy band.

For ethers fay thou doft deferve, and I -

Believe it better than repcrtingly. [Exit,

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick and Leonato.

Tedro. I do but flay ’till your marriage be confumate,

and then I go toward /Irragon.

Claud, ni bring you thither, my lord, if you’il

vouchfafe me.

Pedro Nay, that would be as great a foil in the nqw

glofs of your marriage, as to fhew a child his new coat

and forbid him to wear it. I will only be bold with

J'enedick for his company, for from the crown of his

head to the foal of his foot he is all mirth ; he hath

twice or thrice cut Cupidh bow-hring, and the little

hangman dare not ihoot at him j he hath a heart as fouod

as a bell, and his tongue is the clapper ; for what his

heart thinks, his tongue fpeaks.

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been.

Leon. So fay I ;
methinks you are fadder.

Claud. I hope he is in love.

Pedro. Flang him truant, tliere’e no true drop of blood

in him, to be truly' touch’d vVith love ; if he be fad, he

wants money. Bene,
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Bene. I have the tooth-ach.

Pedro. Draw it.

Bene. Hasg it.

Claud. You mud hang itfird, and draw it afterwards.'
Pedro. What? figh for thetooth-ach I
Leon, Which is but a humour, or a worm.
Bene. Well, every one can mailer a grief but he that

has it.

Claud, Yet fay I he is in love;

_
Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, unlefs

It be a fancy that he hath to llrange difguifes, as to be a
Dutch man to day, a French man to-morrow. Or in the
^ape of two countries at once, a German from the wade’
downward, all flops, and a Spaniard from the hip up-
ward, no doublet : Unlefs he have a fancy to this foolery,
as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as you
would have it to appear he is.

Claud, If he be not in love with fome woman, there is
no believing old flgns ; he brulhes his hat a mornings ^
what fliould that bode ?

®

Pedro. Hath any man feen him at the barber’s ?

Claud, No, but the barber’s man hath been feen with
him, and the old ornament of his cheek hath already fluft
tennis balls.

Leon, Indeed he looks younger than he did by the lofs
of a beard.

Pedro. Nay, he rubs himfelf with civet; can you fmell
him out by that ?

^

Claud, That s as much as to fay, the fweet youth’s in

Pedro. The greatell not of it is his melancholy.
Claud, And when was he wont to wafli his face ?
Pedro. Yea, or to paint himfelf? for the which I hear

what they fay of him.

^

Claud, Nay, but his jelling fpirit, which is now crept
into a lute llring, and now govern’d by flops

Pedro Indeed that tells a heavy tale for him. Conclude
he IS in love.

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him.
Pedro That would I know too : I warrant one that

knows him not.
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Claud, Yes, and his ill conditions, and in defpight of

al', dies for him.

Pedro, She (hall be burled with her face upwards.

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth ach. Old

Signior, walk aiide with me, I have ftudied eight or

nine wife words to fpeak to you> which thefe hobby-
horfes muft not hear.

Pedro. For my life, to break with him about Beatrice*

Claud, ’Tis even fo. Hero and Margaret have by this

play’d their parts with Beatriccy and then the two bears

will net bite one another when they meet.

Enter Don John.

John, My lord and brother, God faveyou.

Pedro^ Good den, brother.

John. If your leifure ferv’d,. I would fpeak with

you.

Pedro* In private ?

John, If it pleafe you
;
yet Count Claudio may hear,

for what 1 would fpeak of concerns him.
Pedro, What’s the matter ?

John* Means your lordlhip to be married to-morrow ?

[To Claudio.

Pedro, You know he does.

John, I know not that, when he knows what I know..

Claud, If there be any impediment, I pray you, dif*^

cover it.

John, You may think I love you not, let that ap-

pear hereafter, and aim better at me by that I new
will manifeh ; for my brother, 1 think, he holds you
well, and in dearnefs of heart hath holp to efFedl your

enfuing marriage ; furely,. fuit ill fpent, and labour ill

teflow’d.
Pedro, Why, what’s the matter?

John. I came hither to tell you, and circumftances

fiiorten’d, (for fhe hath been too long a talking of) the

lady is diiloyal.

Claud, Who, Hero?

John. Even fhe, Leonaio'^s HerOy your Hero, every
man’s Hero P

Claud. Difioyal ?

John* The word is too good to paint out her wick-
cdnels \ I could fay Ihe were worfe ; think you. of a

worfe
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worfe title, and I will fit her to it : wonder not ’till

further warrant
;

go but with me to-night, you fhall

fee her chamber-window enter’d, even the night before

her wedding day ; if you love her, then to morrow wed
her ; but it would better fit your honour to change

your mind.

Claud, May this be fo ?

Pedro. I will not think it.

John, If you dare not truft that you fee, confers not

that you know if will you follow nre, I will fhew you
enough ; and when you have feen more and heard more^
proceed accordingly.

Claud, If I fee any thing to-night why I (houM not

marry her to-morrow, in the congregatian where I fhould

wed, there will I fhame her.

Pedro. And as I wooed for thee to obtain her, I will

join with thee to difgrace her.

John. I will difparage her no farther, ’till you are my
witnefles ; bear it coldly but ’till night, and let the ifiue

fhew itfelf.

Pedro. O day untowardly turned !

Claud. O mifchief ftrangely thwarting 1

John, O plaugue right well prevented !

So will you fay when you have feen the fequel.

\Exeunt.

SCENE, Street.

Enter Dogberry and Verges, wth the njcatch*

Dog. Are you good men and true ?

Verg. Yea, or elfe it w^ere pity but they fhould fufFer

falvation, body and foul.

Dogb. Nay, that were a punifhment too good for

them, if they fhould have any allegiance in them, being
chofen for the Prince’s watch.

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour Dog^
berry ^

Dogh. FirfI, who think you the mod difartlefs man to

be conflable ?

I Watch, Hugh Oatcahe, Sir, or George Seacoah, for

they can write and read,

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal: God hath
bled you with a good name i to be a well-favour’d man

is
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is the gift of fortune, but to write and read comes by
nature.

2 Watch. Both which, mafter conftable

Dogb You have : I knew it would be your anfwer.

Well, for your favour, Sir, why, give God thanks, and
make no boail of it ; and for your writing and reading,

let that appear when there is no need of fuch vanity :

you are thought here to be the moll fenrelefs''and fit man
for the conltable of the watch, therefore bear you the

lanthorn ; this is your charge
;
you lhall comprehend

all vagrom men, you are to bid any man Hand in the

Prince’s name.

2 Watch, How, if he will not Hand ?

Dogh^ Why then take no note of him, but let him go,

and prefently call the reft of the watch together, and
thank God you are rid of a knave.

Verg, If he will not ftand when he is bidden, he is

none of the Prince’s fubjeds.

Dcgh. True, and they are to meddle with none but

the Prince’s fubjeds: you lhali alfo make no noife in

the ftreets ; for, for the watch to babble and talk, is moll

intolerable, and not to be endur’d.

2 Watch. We will rather lleep than talk ; we know
what belongs to a watch.

Dogb, Why you fpeak like an ancient and moft quiet

watchman, for I cannot fee how flceping Ihould offend ;

only have a care that your bills be not ftolen : well, you

are to call at ^11 the alehoufes, . and bid them that are

drunk get them to bed.

2 Watch. How if they will not ?

Dogb. Why then let them alone ’till they are fober

;

if they make you not then the better anfwer, you may
fay they are not the men you took them for.

2 Watch. Well, Sir.

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may fufped him by
virtue of your office to be no true man ; and for fuch

kind of men, the lefs you meddle or make with them,

why, the more is for your honefty.

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, ftiall we
not lay hands on him ?

Dogb. Truly by your office you may ; but I think

they that touch pitch will, be defil’d, the moft peace-

able
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able way for you, if you do take a thief, is to let him

ftew himfelf what he is, and fteal out of your company.

Verg. You have been always call d a merciful man,

Dwi. Truly I would not hang a dog by my will, much

more a inan who hath any honefty in him.
^

Verg. If yon hear a child cry in the night, you mull

call to the nurfe and bid her ftill it*
-n

2 Watch. How if the nurfe be afleep, and will not

Why then depart in peace, and le't the child

wake her with crying: for a ewe that wul not hear her

lamb when it baes, will never aniwer a calf when |ne

bleats.

Verg. ’Tis very true.

Doh. This is the end of the charge :
you, conftable,

are to prefent the Prince’s own perfon, if you meet the

Prince in the night you may ftay him.

Verg Nay bi’rlady, that I think he cannot.

DoU. Five fhillings to one on’t with any man that

knows the Statues, he may ftay him ; marry, not with-

out the Prince be willing : for indeed the watch ought to

offend no man ; and it is an offence to ftay a man againft

his will.
, . , r

Verz. Bi’rlady, I think it befo.

Doth. Ha, ha, ha! well mailers, good night ; an

there be any matter of weight chances, call up me ; keep

your fellows’ council and your own, and good night ;

come neighbour.

2 Watch. Well, mailers, we hear our charge ; let us

go fit here upon the church-bench ’till two, and then all to

Dogb. One word more, honell neighbours. I pray you

watch about Signior Leonatoi door, for the wedding being

there to-morrow, there is a great coil to night; adieu; be

vigilant, 1 beleech you.
° \ExeuntT)o^.

Enter Borachio and Conrade.

Bora. What, Conrade ?

Watch. Peace, ftir not.

Bora. Conrade^ I fay.

Conr. Here, man, I am at thy elbow.
Bora.
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Bora Stand thee clofe then under thi, pent-houfe, for

lothel!'
^ ^ drunkard, utter all

Sometreafon, mailers; yet Hand clofe.

tho^fand ducats
^ a

SZ' Th' u.a^' be fo dear >

/-r J f?
ftould’ft rather alk if it were poffible anyvnlamy Ihould be fo rich ! for when rich vSlains have

rhafThe' f3h-^‘
fbews thou art unconfirm’d

; thou knoweft

thi^/tol mam
CW. Yes, it is apparel.
Bora. I mean the fa/hion.
Conr. Yes, the faihion is the fafiiion.
Bora. Tulh, I may as well fay the fool’s the foal • butrfeeft thou not what a deformed thief this faihion is ?

^
I know that Deformed-, he has been a vile thief

i reirbS’name^'’" ^ =

Bora. Didft thou not hear fome body ?

Conr. No, ’twas the vane on the houfe.

th:f
^ a deformed thief

this faihion is, how giodily he turns about ail the hot bloods

4ng them iiKe Pharaoh s foldiers in the rechy pairt’-n<r
fomet.mes like the God prielh in the old ^church-’wndow, fometimes like the lhaven Hercules in the

“^p““ »’

rr.^"r'
^ ‘'be faihion wears outmore apparel than the man ; but art not thou thyfeif

fid.y with the ralhion, that thou hall Ihifted out of^thy
tale into telling me of the fafiiion ?

^
Bvra. Not fo neither ; but know that I have to-

by
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by the Name of Hero ; fhe leans me out at her miilrefs’a

chamber-window, bids me a thoufand times good night— I tell this tale vilely-"— I Ihould firll tell thee how
the Prince, Claudio^ and my maftei planted and placed,

and poffelied by my mailer Don John^ faw far off in the

orchard this amiable encounter.

Conr, And thought they, Margaret was Hero ?

Bora, Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio^, but

the devil my mailer knew Ihe was Margaret ; and partly

by his oaths which hill polTell them, partly by the dark

night which did deceive them, but chiefly by my villainy,

which did confirm any Hander that Don John had made ;

away went Claudio enraged, fvvore he would meet her as

he was appointed next morning at the temple, and there

before the whole congregation lhame her with what he faw
o’er night, and fend her home again without a hulband.

I Watch. We charge you in the Prince’s name Hand.
z Watch. Call up the right mailer conflable, we have

here recovered the moll dangerous piece of lechery that

ever was known in the common-wealth.
1 Watch. And one Deformed is one of them; I know

him, he w^ears a lock.

Conr. Mailers, mailers.

2 Watch. You’ll be made bring Deformed forth, I

warrant you.

Conr. Mailers—

-

1 Watch. Never {peak, we charge you, let us obey you
to go w'ith us.

Bora. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, being
taken up of thefe mens bills.

Conr. A commodity in quellion, I warrant you : come,
we’ll obey you. [Exeunt.

SCENE, Leonato’s Houfe.

Enter Hero, Margaret and Urlula.

Hero. GoodiUrfula, wake my coufin Beatricey and de-
fire her to rife.

Urfu. I will, lady.

Hero. And bid her come hither.

Urfu. Well.

Marg. Troth I think your other rabato were better.

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, ril wear this.

Marg. By my troth, it’s not fo good, and I warrant
your coufin will fay fo. Heroi.



42 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.
• Hero. My coulin’s a fool, and thou art another. I’ll

wear none bat this.

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if the

hair were a thought browner ; and your gown’s a moft

rare fafhion i’faith. 1 law the Duchefs of Milan's gown
that they praife f©.

Hero. O, that exceeds, they fay,

Marg. By my troth, it’s but a night-gown in refpe6l of

yours ; cloth of gold and cuts, and lac’d with lilver,.fet

with pearls, down lleeves, fide fleeves, and Ikirls, round,

underborne with a bluifli tinfel ; but for a line, queint,

graceful and excellent falhion, yours is worth ten on’c.

Hero. God give me joy to wear it, for my heart is ex-

ceeding heavy

-

Marg. ’Twill be heavier foon by the weight of a man.
Hero. Fie upon thee, art not alham’d ?

Marg. Of what, lady ? of fpeaking honourably f is

not marriage honourable in a beggar ? is not your lord

honourable without marriage ? I think you would have me
fay (faving your reverence) a hufband. If bad thinking

do not wrell true fpeaking. I’ll offend no body ; is there

any harm in the heavier for a hufband ? none I think, if

it be the right hufband, and the right wife, otherwdfe ’tis

light and not heavy ; alk my lady Beatrice elfe, here (he

comes.

Enter Beatrice.

Hero. Good morrow, coz.

Beat. Good morrow, fweet Hero.

Hero. Why, how now ? do you fpeak in the fick tune ?

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks.

Marg., Clap us into Light olonje ; that goes without a

burden ; do you fing it, and I’ll dance it.

Beat. Yes, light o’love with your heels ; then if your

hufband have flables enough, you’ll look he lhall lack no

barns. ^

Marg, O illegimate conftrudlion ! I fcorn that with my
heels.

Beat. ’Tis almofl live a clock, coufin ; ’tis time j^ou

were ready ; by my troth I am exceeding ill, hey ho

!

Marg. For a hawk, a horfe, or a hufband ?

Beat,
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Beat, For the letter that begins them all, H.
Marg. Well, if you be not turn’d Ttirky there’s no

more failing by the flar.

Beat. What means the fool, trow ?

Marg, Nothing I, but God fend every one their

heart’s defire.

Hero, Thefe gloves the Count fent me, they are an

excellent perfume.

Beat. I am ftuft, coufin, I cannot fmcll.

Marg. A maid and, ftuft I there’s a goodly catching

of cold.

Beat. O God help me, God help me, how long have

you profeft apprehenfion ?

Marg. Ever ftnee you left it; doth not my wit be-

come me rarely ?

Beat. It is not feen enough, you ftiould wear it in your

cap. By my troth, 1 am fick.

Marg. Get you fome of this diftill’d Carduus Bene^

and lay it to your heart, it is the only thing for

a qualm.

Hero, There thou prick’ll her with a thillle.

Beat. BeiiediSius? why Benedidm? you have fome
moral in this BeiiediSlus.

Marg. Moral ? no by my troth, I have no moral

meaning, I meant plain holy thiftle; you may think

perchance that I think you are in love, nay, bi’rlady,

I am not fuch a fool to think what I lift ; nor I lift

not to think what I can, nor indeed I cannot think,

if I would think my heart out with thinking, that you

are in love, or that you will be in love, or that you
can be in love: yet Benedick was fuch another, and now
is he become a man ; he fwore he would never marry,

and yet now in defpight of his heart he eats his meat
without grudging ; and how you may be converted I

know not, but methinks you look with your eyes as

other women do.

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps ?

Marg. Not a falfe gallop.

V^fu. Madam, withdraw', the prince, the Count
Signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants of
the town are come to fetch you to church.

Hero, Help to drefs me, good coz, good Meg, good

VJula. \E>.eunt.

Enter
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Enter Leonato nvith Dogberry and Verges,

Leon. What -would you with me, honeft neighbour I

Dogh. Marry Sir, I would have fome' confidence wicb
you that decerns you nearly.

Leon. Brief I pray you, for you fee a bufy time

with me.

DogL Marry, this it is, Sir.

Ferg. Yes in truth it is. Sir.

Leon. What is it, iny good friet*ds ?

Dogh, Goodman Verges, Sir, fpeaks a little of the
matter ; an old man, Sir, and his wits are not fo blunt,

as ‘God help I would defire they were, but in faith as

honefl as the fkin between his brows.

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honeft as any man
living, that is an old man and no honcfler than I.

Dogb. Comparifons are odorous, palabras, neighbour

Verges.

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious.

Dogb. It pleafes your worfhip to fay fo, but we are the

poor Duke's officers ; but truly for mine own part, if I

were as tedious as a King, I could find in my heart to be-

ftow it all to your worfhip..

Leon. All thy tedioufnefs on me, ha ?

Dogb. Yea, and twice a thoufand times more than ’tis,

for I hear as good exclamation on your worfhip as of any

man in the city ; and tho’ I be put a poor man, I am glad

to hear it.

Verg. And foam I,

Leon. T would fain know what you have to fay.

Verg. Marry, Sir, our watch to night, excepting your

worfhip*s prefence, hath ta’en a couple as arrant knaves

as any in Mejftna.

Dogb. A good old man, Sir, he will be talking as they

fay ; vi'hen the age is in, the wit is out, God help us, it is

a world to fee : well faid i’faith, neighbour Verges^ well,

he’s a good man ; and two men ride an horfe, one muft

ride behind ; an honeft foul, i’faith, Sir, by my troth he is,

as ever broke bread, but God is to be worfhipp’d ; all

men are not alike, alas good neighbour !

Leon. Indeed, neighbour, he comes too fhort of you.

Dogb. Gifts that God gives.

Lim. I mufl leave you..
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Tin^h One word, Sir ; our watch have indeed com-

prehcided two aufpicious perfons, and we would have

Lm this nnorning examined before your worihip.

Lion Take their examination yourlelf, and oring

now in gr... hade ns may appnm »» /«“•

Do^b. It (hall be fuffigance.

LeL Drink fome wine ere you go : fare you well.

Evur a Mejfenger, ,

Miff. My lord. tl“=y
^ ^

*

t€r to her hufbtind, - rj^v T pnn

l,eon- ril wait upoJi I am ready. [ *. «
*

iZb Go good partner, go get you to Trancn Si^-

W.^bid Hm bring his pen and inkhorn to the jail 5

we are now to examine thofe men.

Fer^. And we muft do It wifely.

S. We will fpare for no wit, I

tli't ftall drive fome of them to a non-come. Only g

t down on. n—

—

and meet me at tne jail.

act IV. SCENE I.

^ CHURCH.

Enter Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio,

Enter Don
Beatrice.

C°oS m«iS“ni mSnr.S^'"

V™»B= “nn, n.y lo^. •«

Claud. No.
^

Leon. To bs marry d lO

marry her.

Friar. Lady, you come

Count.

Hero. Ido.

her, friar; you come to

hither to be marty’d to this

Friar:
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Frtar. If either of you know any inwardment why you Ihould not be conioin’d^ T

™ Jinpeai-

your fouls to utter it.
^ ^

Claud, know you any. Hero ?
Hero. None, my lord,

Frtar. Know you any. Count ?
Leon. I dare make his anfwer, ’none.

whS-^ldSirdo! Jo.

by your leaveWill you With free and unconftrained foul/
^ ’

ive me this maid your daughter ?

rT\) give her me.

'''' worth

^

W'hofe

May counterpoife this rich and precious gift?

Cl
.""•e's you I’ender her again.

JcT' ‘l>“"kful-

There, Lemato, take her back again.
Oive not this rotten orange to your friend.

Sh/ld “h
iemblance ofher honour;&hoy how like a maid Ihe blulhes here 1

what authority and Ihew of truth
Can cunning fin cover itfelf withal 1

Comes not that blood, as modeft evidence,io witnefsfimple virtue ? would you notfwear.
you that fee her, that Ihe were a maid,By thefe exterior Ihews ? but Ihe is none

:

Tj
heat ofa luxurious bed j«er blufii IS guiltinefs, not modefly.

Zrw What do you mean, my Lord f
L/aud. Not to be marry 'd.

Not knit my foul to an approved wanton.
<•««. Dear mv Lord, ifyou in your own proofHave vanquilh d the refinance of her youth,

^
And made defeat of her virginity.

he/
fay : ifl have known

You’ll fay file did embrace me as a husband.And 10 exten uate the forehand fm.

No,
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No, LeonaiOf
^ ^

I never tempted her with word too large.

But as a brother to his fitter, .(hew*d

Bafhful fincerity, and comely love.

Hero. And feem’d I ever otherwifc to you ?

Claud. Out on thy feeming, I will write againfl: it

;

I

You feem to me as Dian in her orb,

As chafte as is the bud ere it be blown

:

But you are more intemperate in your blood

Than Venus, or thofe pamper’d animals

That rage in favage fenfuality.

Hero. Is my Lord well, that he doth fpeak fo wide ?

Leon. Sweet prince, why fpeak not you ?

Pedro. What ftiould I fpeak ?

I ftand diftionour’d, that have gone about

To link my dear friend to a common ttale.

Leon. Are thefe things fpoken, or do I but dream ?

John. Sir, they are fpoken, and thefe things arc

true.

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial.

Hero. True ! O God !

Claud. Leonato, ttand I here ?

Is this the prince ? Is this the prince’s brother ?

Is this face Hero\ ? Are our eyes our own ?

Leon. All this is fo ; but what of this, my Lord.

Claud. Let me but move one quettion to your

daughter.

And by that fatherly and kindly power
That you have in her, bid her anfwer truly.

Leon. I charge thee do fo, as thou art my child.

Hero. O God defend me, how am I befet

!

What kind of catechizing call you this ?

Leon. To make you anfwer truly to your name*
Hero, Is it not Hero ? who can blot that name

With any jutt reproach ?

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ;

Hero herfelf can blot out Herds virtue.

What man was he talk’d with you yefternight

Out at your window betwixt twelve and one ?

Now if you are a maid anfwer to this.

Hero. I talk’d with no man at that hour, my Lord.
Pedro Why then you are no maiden. Leonato^

I am forry you mutt hear ; upon mine honour.

Myfelf;
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Myfelf, my brother, and this grieved Count
Did fee her, hear her, at that hour lall night
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber-window.
Who hath indeed, moil like a liberal villain,

Confeik’d the vile encounters they have had

A thouland times inTecret.

Jg/m. Fie, fie, they are not to be nam’d, my lord.

Not to be fpoken of

;

There is not chaftity enough in language.

Without offence, to utter them : thus, pretty lady,

I am forry for thy much mifgovernment.

Claud, O Hero ! what a Hero hadil thou been.

If half thy outward graces had been plac’d

A^bout the thoughts and counfels of thy heart ?

But fare thee well, moil foul, moll fair! farewell.

Thou pure impiety, and impious purity !

For thee Til lock up all the gates of love.

And on my eyelids (hall conje^lure hang.

To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm,

wAnd never (hall it more be gracious.

Leon, Hath no man’s dagger here a point for me ?

Beat. Why how now, coufin, wherefore fink you
down?

John. Come, let us go ; thefe things come thus to

light,

Smother her fpirits up.

[Exennt D, Pedro, D. John, and Claud.

Bene. How doth the lady ?

Beat. Dead I think ; help, uncle.

Hero! Hero! uncle! Sigmor Benedick ! friar!

Leon. O fate 1 take not away thy heavy hand,

Death is the faireft cover for her fhame

That may be wifh’d for

Beat. How now, couHn Hero P

Friar. Have comfort, Lady.

Leon. Doft thou look up ?

Friar. Yea, wherefore fhould (he not ?

Leon. Wherefore ? why doth not every earthly thing

Cry fhame upon her ? could file here deny

The flory that is printed in her blood ?

Do not live. Hero, du not ope thine eyes:

For did I think thou wouidfl net quickly die,

Thought I thy fpirits were flronger than thy fhames,

Myldf
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Myfelf would on the reward of reproaches

^Strike at thy life. Greiv’d I, I had but one ?

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame ?

I’ve one too much by thee. Why had I one ?

Why ever waft thou lovely in mine eyes ?

Why had not I, with charitable hand.

Took up a beggar’s iftue at my gates ?

Who fmeered thus, and mir’d with infamy,

I might have faid, no part of it is mine;

This fhame derives itfelf from unknown loins :

But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I praisd.

And mine that I was proud on, mine fo much.

That I myfelf was to myfelf not mine,

Valuing of her : why, Ihe, Oh! fhe is fall’n

Into a pit of ink, that the wide fea

Hath drops too few to wafh her clean agafn.

And fait too little which may feafon give

To her foul tainted flefh.

Sir, Sir, be patient

;

For my part, I am fo attir d in wonder,

I know not what to fay.
^

O, on my foul, my coufin is bely d.

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow laft nighti*

Beat No truly, not; altho’ until laft night

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow.

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d!^ O, that is ftronger msde,

Which was before barr’d up with ribsot iron.

Would the Prince lye ? and Qlaudio would he lye.

Who lov’d htjr fo, that fpeaking of her foulnefs,

Wafti’d it with tears ? Hence from her, let her die.

Friar. Hear me a little;

For I have only filent been fo long,

And given way unto this courfe of fortune,

By noting of the lady. I have mark d

A thoufand blulhing apparitions

To ftart into her face, a thoufand innocent fhames,

in angel whitenefs bear away thofe blulhes.

And in her eye there hath appear d a fire

To burn the errors that thefe princes hold

Again ft her maiden truth. Call me a fool,

Truft not my reading, nor my obfervation,

\Yhich with experimental feaUoth warrant
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The tenour cf rr^y book ; trull not my age.

My reverence, calling, nor divinity,

If this fweet lady lie not guihlefs here.

Under feme biting error.

Lcon> Friar, it cannot be:
Thou feeil that all the grace that (he hath left,

I^, that fhe v;ill not add to her damnation
A fin ol perjury ; fhe not denies it

:

Why feek’il thou then to cover with excufe,

That which appears in proper nakednefs ?

Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus’d of >

Hero. They know that do accufe me, I know nonp :

ir J know more of any man alive

Than that which maiden mcdefly doth warrant,

Let all my fins jack mercy 1 O my father,

Prove you that any man with me convers’d

At Hours Unmeet, or that I yefiernight

Mantain’d tlie change of words with any creature,

Kefufe me, hate me, torture me to death.

Friar. '1 here is feme ilrange mifprifion in the^ Princes.

Bere. Two pf them have the very bent of honour.

And if their wifdoms be mifled ki this,

The praclice of it livei in John the bailard,

Whofe fpirits toil in frame of villanies,

Leon. I know not : if they fpeak but truth of her,

Thefe hands fhall tear her; if they wrong her honour, >

'I'he proudefl of them fliall well hear of it.

71me hath not yet fo dry’d this blood of mine,

T\or age fo eat up my invention,

Nor fortune made fuch havock of my means.

Nor my bad life reft nie fo much of friends,

But they fhall find awak’d in fuch a kind.

Both flrength of limb, and policy of mmd.
Ability in means and choice of friends.

To quit me of them throughly.

Friar. Paufe a while.

And let rpy counfel fwayyouin this cafe.

Your Daughter here the Princes left for dead

;

Let her a while be fecretly kept in.

And publilh it that fhe is dead indeed;
*

Maintain a mourning oflentation,

And on your family’s old monument

Hang
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Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites

That appertain unto a burial.

Leon. What fhall becorfte of this? what will this do ?

Friar. Marry, this well car«y’d fhall on her behalf

Change flander to remorfe; that is fome good ;

But not for that dream I on this flrange courfe.

But on this travel look for greater birth :

She dying, as it muil be fo mantain’d,

Upon the inftant that fhe was accus’d.

Shall be lamented, pity’d, and excus’d.

Of evVy hearer : for it fo falls out,

That what we have we prize not to the worth,

While we enjoy it ; but being lack’d and loR,

Why then we rack the value,
^
then we find

The virtue that pofTeflion would not fhew us

Whilll: it was ours; fo will it fare with Claudio;

When he fhall hear fhe dy’d upon his words,

Th’ idea of her love fhall Tweetly creep

Into his fludy of imagination.

And every lovely organ of her life

Shall Come apparel’d in more precious habit

;

More moving, delicate, and full of life.

Into the eye and profpeft of his foul,

Than when fhe liv’d indeed. Then fhall he mourn,

If ever love had interefl in his liver,

And wifh he had not fo accuftd her

;

No, though he thought his accufation true :

Let this be fo, and doubt,net but fuccefs

Will fafhion the event in better fhape.

Than I can lay it down in likelihood.

But if all aim but this be le veil’d, fhlfe,

The fuppofitipn of the lady’s death

Will quench the wonder of her infamy.

Aud it it fort not well, you may conceal her.

As befl befits her wounded reputation,

In fome reclufive and religious life,

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries.

Bene. Signior Leonato^ let the friar advife you :

And though you know my inwardnefs and love

Is very much unto the Prince and Claudio^

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this

C 2
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As fecretly and juftly, as your foul

Should with your body.

Leon. B-^ing that I Bow in grief>

The Imallelt twine may lead me.

Friar. ’Tis well conhented, prefently away.
For to ftrange lores,

^
itrangely they (train the cure.

Come, Lady, die to live ; this wedding-day

Perhaps is but prolong’d : have patience and endure.

[Exeuni*^

Manent Benedick and Beatrice.

Bene, Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this while ?

Beat. Yea, and I will weep a while longer.

Bene. I will not delire that^

Beat. You have no reafon, Tdo it freely.

Bene. Surely I do believe your fair coufin is wrong’d.

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deferve of me
that would right her

!

Be72e. Is there any way to (hew fuch friendlhip f

Beat. A very even w'ay, but no fuch friend.

Beyie. May a man do it ?

Beat. It is a man’s office, but not yours.

Bene. I do love nothing in the world fo well as you

;

is not that (Irange ?

Beafi As (Irange as the thing I know not ; it were

as polfible for me to fay, I loved nothing fo well as

you ; but believe me not

;

and yet I lie not ; I con-

fefs nothing, nor I deny nothing. I am forry for my
coufin. V

Bene. By my fword, Beatrice, thou loved me.

Beat. Do not fvvear by it, and eat it.

Bene I will fvvear by it that you love me; and I

will make him eat it that fays I love you not.

Beat. Will you not eat your word ?

Bene. With no faucc that can be devis’d to it ; I pro-

ted I love thee.

Beat. Why then god forgive me.

Bene. What cffence, Beatrice ?

Beat. You have day’d me in a happy hour ; I was

•about to proted I lov’d you.

Bene. And do it with all thy heart.

3

Beat*
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Beat, I love you with fo much of my heart, that

none is left to protefl.

Bene, Come, bid me do any thing for thee.

Beat. Kill Claudio.

Bene, Ha ! not for the wide world.

Beat. You kill me to deny ; farewel.

Bene, Tarry, Beatrice,

Beat. I am gone, tho’ I am here ; there is no love in

you ; nay, I pray you, let me go.

Bene. Beatrice !

Beat. In faith, I will go.

Bene, We’ll be friends fir ft.

Beat. You dare eafier be friends with me, than fight

with mine enemy.

Bene, Is Claudio thine enemy ?

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a vill in ?

that hath flander’d, fcorn’d, dilhonour’d my kinfwc-

jnan ! O that I were a man! what bear her ni hand,

until they come to take hands, and then with public

accufation, uncover’d flander, unmitigated rancour..—--

0 God that I were a man. I would eat his heart in the

market place.

Bene, Hear me, Beatrice.

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window? a

proper faying !

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice.

Beat, Sweet Hero! Ihe is wrong’d, (he is flander’d,

file is undone.

Bene, But

Beat, Princes and counts! furely a princely tefiimony,,

a gsodly count com fedl, a fweet gallant furely ! O that

1 were a man for his fake ! Or "that I had any friend

would be a man for my fake ! but manhood is melted

into courtefies, valour into compliment, aud men are

only turn’d into tongue, and trim ones too ; he is now
as valiant as Hercules^ that only tells a lye,, and fvvears

it; 1 cannot be a man with wifhiog, therefore I will

die a woman with grieving.

Bene, Tarry, good Beatrict^y hY^ this hand, I love thee.

Beat, Ufe it for my love fome X)ther way than fv/ear-

mg bv it.

Q s.
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Befje Think you in your foul the Count hadr

wrong’d Hero?

Hero. Yea, as fure as I have a thought or a foul.

Bene. Enough, I am engag’d, I will challenge him.
J will kifs your hand, and fo leave you ; by this hand,

Claudio {Ijall render me dear account ; as you hear of me,
lo think of me

;
go, comfort your coufin; I mull fay Ihe’s

dead, and fo farewel. \Exeunt.

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Borachio, Conrade, the

Clerk aitd Sexton in Goi.vns,

To. Cl. Is our Vv^hole dilTembly appear’d ?

Dogb. O, a (loci and cufhion for the fexton !

Sexton. Which be the malefadlcrs ?

Ferg. Marry, that am I and my partner.

Dogb. Nay, that’s certain, we have the exhibition to

examine.

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be ex-

amin’d ? let them come before mafter conftable.

To. CL Yea, marry, let them come before me i what is

your name, friend ?

Bora. Borachio.

To. Cl Pray write down, Borachio. Your’s, Sirrah?

Covr. I am a gentleman. Sir, and my name is Conrade*

To. CL Writedown, mailer gentleman Conrade ; mailers,

CO you ferve God ? r

Both. Yes, Sir, we hope.

To. CL Write down, that they hope they ferve God :

end write God firft : for Gvod defend, but God fhould go

bef re fuch villains. MaOers, it is proved already that

you are litre better than falfe knaves, and it will go near to

be thought fo flicTtly ; how anf.ver you for yourfelves ?

Conr. Marry, Sir, we fay we are none.

To. Cl A marvellous witty fellow 1 aiTure you, but I

will go about v/ith him. Come you hither, firrah; a word

in your ear, Sir; I fay to you, it is thought you are falfe

knaves.

Bora. Sir, I fay to you, we are none.

To. Cl Well, Hand afide ; ’foie God they are both in a

tale r have you writ dowm, that ihc-y are none ?

Sexton* Mailer Town clerk, you go not the W’ay to exa-

mine, \ou rmtil call the watch that are their accufers.

To. CL
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7a. CL Yea, marry, that’s the eafielt way, let the watch

come forth ; mailers, I charge you in the Prince’s name ac-

cufe thefe men.
Enter IVaichmen,

1 Watch, This man laid, Sir, that Don the Prince’s

brother was a villain.

To CL Writedown, VnrxQ, John a villain; why this is

flat perjury, to call a Prince’s brother villain.

Bora, Mailer Town -clerk,

To. Cl. Pray thee, fellow, peace j I do not like thy look,

I promife thee.

Sexton. What heard you him fay elfe ?

2 Watch, Marry, that he had received a thousand

ducats of Don Johnt for accufing the Lady Ikro wrong*

fully.

To CL Flat burglary as ever was committed,

Dogh. Yes, by th’ Mafi, that it is.

Sexton^ What elie, fe'low ?

1 Watch. And that Count Claudio did mean, upon his

words, to difgrace Hero before the whole afTeinbiy, and not

marry her.

To. Cl. O villain ! thou wilt be condemn’d into everlaiV

ing redemption for this,

Sexton. What elfe f

2 Watch. This is all.

Sexton. And this is mere, mafler?, than you can deny.

Prince John is this morning fecretly ftoll’n away : Hero

was in this manner accus'd, a’.i in this very nn'inrcr

refus’d, and upon the grief of this fuddenly dy’d. Ma-
iler conllable, let thefe men be bound and brought to

Leonato \ I will go before, and Ihew him their

tion. [Exit.

Dogh. Come, let them be opinion’d.

F?rg. Let them be in the hands of Coxcomb.
Dogh. G<i)d’s my Life, where’s the fexton ? let him write

down th= prince’s officer Coxcotnb

:

corns, bind them, thou
naughty varlet I

Court Away, you are an afs, you are an afs,

Do^b. Doll thou not fufpedl my place r defl. thou net
fufpeiS my years ? O that he were here to write me down
an afs ! but maft^rs, remenriber that 1 am an ah, thouoh

/Cl^ 4 It
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be net written down, yet forget not that I am an afs

;

no, thou villain, thou art full of piety, as fhall be prov’d

upon thee by good witnefs ; I am a wife fellow, and

which is more, an officer ; and which is more, an houf-

.holder ; and which is more, as pretty a piece of fleffi as any
in Meffinay and one that knows the law, go to; and a

rich fellow enough, go to; and a fellow that hath had lofles,

and one that hath two gowns, and every thing handfome
about him ; bring him away ; O that I had been writ down
an afs

!
\Exeunt,

A C T V* S C E N E L

Before LeonatoV Uoufe,

Inter L E o n a T o and Antonio.

Antonio.

If you go on thus> you will kill yourfelfi

And ’tis not wifdom thus to fecond grief

Agsinft yourfelf.
^

Leon. J pray thee, ceafe thy counfel,

V/hich falls into mine earr as profitlefs

As water in a fieve
;

give not me counfel.

Nor let no comfort elle delight mine ear,

But fuch a one whofe wrongs doth fuit with mine#

bring me a father that fo lov’d his child,

Whofe joy of her is overwhelm’d like mine,.

And bid him fpeak to me of patience

;

Meafure his woe the length and breadth of mine,

y\nd let it anfvver every {train for flrain :

As thus for thus, and fuch a grief for fuch,

In every lineament, branch, ihape and form ;

if luch a one will fmile and flroke his beard,

Bid lorrow wag; cry, hem 1 when he fhould groan,

Fateh grief with proverbs, make misfortune drunk
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With candje-wafters ; bring him yet to me,

And I of him will gather patience.

But there is no fuch man ; for, brother, men
Gan counfel, and give comfort to that grief

Which they themfelves not feel ; but rafting it.

Their counfel turns to paftion, which before

Would give preceptlal medicine co rage.

Fetter ftrong madnefs in a filken thread,

Charm ach with air, and agony with words.

No, no, ’tis all mens cftice, to fpeak patience

To thofe that wring under the load of forrow ;

But no man’s virtue nor fufftciency

To be fo moral, when he (hall endure

The like himfelF ; therefore give me no counfel:

My Griefs cry louder than advertifcment.

Therein do men from children nothing differ.

Leon. 1 pray thee, peace ; I will be flefti and blood

For there was never yet philofopher.

That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ;

However they have writ the ftyle of Gods,

And made a pifh at chance and fufferance.

Yet bend not all the harm upon yourfelf.

Make thofe, that do offend you, fuffertoo.

Leon, There thou fpeak’ft reafon ; nay, I will do
My foul doth tell me Lfero is bely’d.

And that lhall Claudio know, fo ihall the Prince,

And all of them that thus difhonour her.

Enter Don Pedro and Claudio.

Jnt. Here come the prince and Claudio haflilyi

Fedro. Good den, good den.

Claud. Good day to both of you.

Leon, Hear you, my Lords ?

Pedro. We have feme hafte, Leonato,

Leon. Some hafte, my lord! well, fare you well, my
lord.

Are you fo hafty now ? Well, all is one.

Pedro. Nay, do not cjbarrel with us, good old man.
Ant. If he could right himfelf with quarrelling,

Some of us would lie low.

Cs Claude
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Claud. Who wrongs him ?

Leon. Marry, thou doll wrong me, thou dilTembler,

thou

!

Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy f^^ord,

I fear thee not.

Clatid^ Marry, befhrew my hand.

If it iliould give your age fuch caufe of fear;

In faith my Hand meant nothing to my fword.

Leon. Tufli, tu(h, man, never fleer and jett at me >

I fpeak not like a dotard nor a fool,

As under privilege of age to brag.

What I have done being young, or what would do,^

Were I not old ; know^ Claudio^ to thy head,

Thou haft fo wrong'd my innocent child and me^
That I am forc’d to lay my reverence by,

And with grey hairs and bruife of many days

Do challenge thee to tryal of a man

;

I fay, thou haft bely’d my innocent child,

Thy flander hath gone through and through her hear^^.

And ihe lies bury’d with her anceftors;

O, in a tomb where never fcandal flept,

Save this of hers, fram’d by thy villany !

Claud My villany ?

Leon, Thine, Claudio ; thine, I fay.

Pedro, You fay not right, old man^
Leon^ My lord, my lord,

111 prove it on his body, if he dare ;

Defpight his nice fence, and his adive pradlce.

His May of youth, and bloom of luftihood.

Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you.

Leon. Canft thou fo dafte me ? thou haft kill’d my
child ;

If thou kill’ll me, boy, thou (halt kill a man,
/fn/. He (hall kill two of us, and men indeed ;

Bot that's no matter, let him kill one flrft ;

Win me and wear me, let him anUver me;
Come, follow me, boy, come boy, follow me.
Sir b^y, Dl whip you from your foiling fence ;

Nay. as I am a gentleman, I will.

Leon, Brother,—

—
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Ant. Content yourfelf ; God knows I lov’d my niece,

And fhe is dead, flander’d to death by villains.

That dare as well anfwer a man, indeed,

As I dare take a ferpent by the tongue I

Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milkfops !

Leon. Brother Anthony!

Ant. Hold your content: what, man? I know them,

yea,

And what they weigh, even to the utmoll fcruple;

Scrambling, out-facing, falhion-mongering boys,

That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave and flander.

Go anticly, and (how an outward hideoafnefs.

And fpcak oiF half a dozen dangerous words.

How they might hurt their enemies, if they durfl

And this is all.

Leon But, brother Anthony P

Ant. Come, ’tis no matter,

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this.

Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your patience.

My heart is lorry for your daughter’s death ;

But, ®n my honour, (he was charg’d with nothing

But what was true, and very full of proof.

Leon. My lord, my lord——

^

Pedro. I will not hear you.

Leon. No! come, brother, away; I will be heard.

Ant. And lliall, or'fome of us will fmart for it

\Pxeunt both*

Enter Benedick.

Pedro. See, fee, here comes the man we went tD feek,

Claud. Now, Signior, what news ?

Bene. Good day, my Lord.

Pedro, Welcome, Signior; you ate almoll come to part
almofl a fray.

Claud. We had like to have had cur two no'es fnapt
off by two old men witho?jt teeth.

Pedro. and his brother ; what think’fl thou ? Had
we fought, I doubt we ihould have been too young for

them.
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Befie. In a falfe quarrel there is no true valour ; I came

to faek you both.

Claud. We have been up and down to feek thee, for w'e

are high-proof melancholy, and would fain have it beaten

awa> .: wilt thou ufe thy wit ?

Bene. It is in my fcabbard ; fhall Idraw it ?

Pedro. Doll thou wear thy wit by thy fide ?

Claud. Never any did fo, though very many have been

befide their wit- 1 wil! bid thee draw, as we do the ruin-

flrels ; draw to pleafure us.

Pedro, As I am an honefl man, he looks pale : art thou
fick or angry ?

Claud. What! courage, man; what tho’ care kill’d a
cat, thou hall: mettle enough in thee to kill care.

Bens. Sir, I fhall meet your wit in the career, if you
charge it againfl; me. I pray you, chufe another fubjedl.

Claud. Nay, then give him another ftafF, this lafl was
broke crofs.

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and more r I

think he be angry indeed.

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle.

Bene, Shall I I'peak a word in your ear ?

Claud, God blefs me from a challenge

!

Bene, You are a villain ; I jell not. I will make i^

good how you dare, with w'hat you dare, and when you

dare. Do me right, or I will proteit your cowardife. You
have kill’d a fvveet lady, and her death fhall fall heavy on

you. Let me hear from you.

Claud. Weil,. I will meet you, fo I may have good.

cheer.

Pedro. What, a feafl ?

Claud. Ffaitli, I thank him, he hath bid metoacalves-

head and a cap-on, the which if I do not carve moil curi-

oully, fay my knife’s naught. Shall I not find a wood^

cock too ?

Be e. Sir, your wit ambles well, it goes eafily.

Pedro. I’lf tell thee how Beatrice prais’d thy wit

the ether day : I faid, thou hadft a fine wit ; right,

fays fhe, a line little one ; no, faid I, a great wit

;

jjk, faid Ihe, a great grofs one; nay, faid I, a good wil;

jiift, laid ilie, it hurts no body ; nay, faid 1, the gen-

tleman is wile; certain, laid fhe, a wife gentleman;

nay.
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nay, laid I, he hath the tongues; that, I believe, laid

fhe, for he fwore a thing to me on Monday night,

which he forfwore on Tuefday morning ; there’s a double

tongue, there’s two tongues. Thus did Ihe an hour to-

gether tranffhape thy particular virtues; yet, at laft,

fhe concluded with a figh, thou wall the propereft man in

Italy,

Claud, For the which, Ihe wept heartily, and laid, fhe

car’d not.

Pedro. Yea, that fhe did ; but yet, for all that, and,

if fhe did not hate him deadiy, fhe vvould love him
dearly ; the old man’s daughter told us all.

Claud, AH, all : and moreover, God faw him, when he
was hid in the garden T

Pedro, But when (hall we fet the favage bull’s horns on
the fenfible Benedicts head ?

Claud, Yea, and text underneath, here dwells Benedick

the married man.
Bene, Fare you well, boy, you know my mind; I

will leave you now to your goflip-like humour; you break

jells, as braggarts do their blades, which, God be thank’d,

hurt not. My lord, for your many courtefies I thank

you ; I muft difcontinue your company
; your brother

the baflard is fled from Mejjina ; you have among you
kill’d a fweet and innocent lady. For my lord lack-

beard there, he and I 'ihall meet, and ’till then, peace be

with him ! \_Extt Benedick.

Pedro, He is in earnefl.

Claud, In mofV profound earnefl ; and I’ll warrant you,

for the love ofBeatrice,

Pedro. And hath challeng’d thee?

Claud, Moll fjncerely.

Pedro, What a pretty thing man is, when he goes in

his doublet and hole, and leaves off his wit I

Enter Dogberry, Verges, Conrade, and Borachio

guarded,

Claud, He is then a giant to an ape, but then is an ape
a dcftor to fuch a man.

Pedro. But foft you, let me fee, pluck up my heart, and

be fad, did he not fay, my brother was fled ?

Dogb.
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Dogh, Come you. Sir, if juftice cannot tame you,

fhe {hall ne’er weigh more realbns in her balance; nay,

if you be a curfing hypocrite once, you muft be look’d

to.

How now, two of my brother’s men bound ?

Borachto one I

Claud, Hearken after their offence, my lord.

Fedro. Officers, what offence have thefe men done ?

Bogb, Marry, Sir, they have committed falfe report,

moreover they have fpoken untruths ; fecondarily, they

are flanders ; fixthly and laftly, they have bely’d a lady

;

thirdly, they l^ave verify’d unjuft things ; and to conclude,

they are. lying knaves.

PedrOi Firft, I aik thee what they have done ; thirdly,

I alk thee what’s their offence ; fixthly and laftly, why
they are committed ; and to conclude, what you lay to their

charge ?

Claud, Rightly reafon’d, and in his own divifion i and,

by my troth, there’s one meaning well fuited.

Pedro. Whom have you offended, mafters, that you

are thus bound to your anfwer I This learned confta-

ble is too cunning to be underftood. What’s your of-

fence ?

Bora. Sweet Prince, let me go no further to mine an-

fwer ; do you hear me, and let this Count kill me:
I have deceived, even your very eyes ; what your vvif-

doms could not dilcover, thefe fhallow fools have

brought to light, who, in the night, overheard me con-

feffing to this man, how Don yobti your brother incens’d

me to (lander the lady I/ero; how you were brought

into the orchard, and favv me court Margaref in Hero's

garment ; how you difgrac’d her when you fhould

marry her; my villany they have upon record, which I

had rather feal with my death, than repeat over to my
fhame ; the Lady is dead upon mine^ and my mailer’s

falfe acculation ; and briefly, 1 deflre nothing but the reward

of a villain.

Pedro. Runs not this fpeech like iron through your

blood ?

Claud. I have drank poifon, while he utter’d it.

Pedro., But did my brother fet thee on to this ?

Bora. .Yea, paid me richly, for the pradice of It.

Pcdr».
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Fedro, He is compos’d and fram’d of treachery.

And fled he is upon this villany.
^

Claud. Hero! now thy image doth appear.

In the rare femblance that I lov’d it firft.

Do^b. Come, bring away the plaintiffs. By this time

our fexton hath reform’d Signior Leo?2ato of the matter;

and mailers, do not forget to fpecify, when time and place

fliall ferve, that I am an afs.
^

Ferg. Here, here comes mailer Signior Leonatoy ana

the fexton too.

Enter Leonato.

Leon. Which is the villain ? Let ine fee his eyes.

That when I note another man like him,

I may avoid him ; which of thefe is he ?

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on me.

Leon. Art thou, art thou the (lave that with thy

breath

Has kill’d mine innocent child ?

Bora. Yea, even I alone.
, 1. nr

Leon. No, not fo, villain, ^thou bely ft thyielf

;

Here ftand a pair of honourable men,

A third is fled, that had a hand in it

: ^

I thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death ;

Record it with your high and worthy deeds.^

*Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it.

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience^,

Yet I may fpeak ; chufe your revenge yourfelf,

Impofe me to what penance your invention

Can lay upon my fin j yet, finn’d I not.

But in miftaking.

Pedro. By my foul, nor I ;

And yet to latisfy this good old man,

I would bend under any heavy weight.

That he’ll enjoin me to.

Le(m. You cannot bid my daughter live again.

That were impoflible ; but I pray you both

PofTefs the people in Medina here

How innocent (he dy’d ; and if your love

Can labour ought in fad invention,

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb,
^

And fing it to her bones, fing it to-night

.

Te
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To-morrow morning come you to my houfe.

And fince you could not be my fon-ili-Iaw,

Be yet my nephew ; my brother hath sl daughter,

Almoft a copy of my child that’s dead.

And (he alone is heir to both of us.

Give her the right you fnould have given her coafin.

And fo dies my revenge.

Claud, O, noble Sir

!

Your over-kindnefs doth wring tears from me: •

I do embrace your offer, and difpofe

For henceforth of poor Claudio,

Leon, To morrow then I will expedl your coming.

To night I take my leave. This naughty man
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret^

Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong, .

Hir'd to it by your brother.

Bora. No, by my Soul, fhe was not

;

Nor knew not what fhe did, when Ihe fpoke to me.
But always hath been juft and virtuous.

In any thing that I do know by her.

Dogh, Moreover,. Sir, which indeed is not under
white and black, this plaintiff here, the offender, did
call me afsj I befeech you, let it be remembered in his
puniftiment ; and alfo the watch heard them talk of
one Deformed: they fay he wears a key in his ear,
and a lock hanging by it, and borrows money . in God’s
name, the which he hath us’d fo long, and never paid,
that now men grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing
for God’s fake. Pray you examine him upon that
point.

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honeft pains.

Dogb, Your worlhip fpeaks like a moft thankful and re-
verend youth ; and I praife God for you.

Leon, There’s for thy pains,

Dogb, God fave the foundation !

Xeon. Go, I difcharge thee of thy prifoner; and I
thank thee.

Dogb. I leave an errant knave with your worfhip,.
which I befeech your worftiip to corred yourfelf, for
the example of others. God keep your worftiip; I uifti

your worlhip well : God reftore you to health 5 I humbly
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give you leave to depart ; and if a merry meeting may be

wifh’d, God prohibit it. Come, neighbour.

[Exeunt,

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, Lords^ farewel.

Ant, Farewel, my lords, we look for you to-morrow.

Pedro. We will not fail.

Claude To night I’ll mourn with Hero.

Leon. Bring you chefe fellows on, we’ll talk with Mar^'

garety

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow.

[Exeunt*

SCENE, Leonato’/ Houfe,

Enter Benedick and Margaret.

Eene. Pray thee, fweet millrefs Margaret^ deferve

well at my hands, by helping me to the fpeech of Beef

trice.

Marg. Will you then write me a fonnet in praife of my
beauty ?

Bene. In fo high a ftyle, Margaret, that no man living

fhall come over it ; for in moil comely truth thou defer-

veil it.

Marg. To have no man come over me ? why, lhall I al-

ways keep above flairs ?

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound’s mouth, it

catches.

Marg '. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s foils, which
hit, but hurt not.

Bene. A mofl manly wit, Margaret^ it will not hurt a
woman ; and fo I pray thee, call Beatrice : I give thee the

bucklers.

Marg. Give us the fwords, we have bucklers of cur

own.
Bene. If you ufe them, Margaret, you mud put in the

pikes with a vice, and they are dangerous weapons for

maids.

Marg, Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I think,

hath legs. [Exit Margaret.

Bene, And therefore will come, [^i^gs,^ ^ke God of
Hve that fits abo^ve, and bno^vs me, and knonjos me, ho^
fitful I defer^e, 1 mean in fmging ; but in loving,

Leander



66 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING.
Leand&r the good fvvimmer, Troilus the hrfl: employer

of pandars, and a whole book full of thefe quondam

carpet-mongers, whofe names yet run fmoothly in the

even road of a blank verfe, why, they never were fo

truly turn’d over and over, as my poor felf in love

;

marry, I cannot ihew it in rhime ; I have try’d, I can

find out no rhime to lady but bad;^. an innocent rhime

;

for /corn, horn^ a hard rhime; for Jchoch fooU a babling

rhime 5 very ominous endings; no, I was not born

under a rhiming planet, for I cannot woo in fellival

teims.

Enter Beatrice.

Sweet Beatrice, w'ouldfi tliou come, when I call thee ?

Beat. Yea, Signio.v and depart^ when you bid me.
Bene. O, fiay but till then.

Beat. Then is fpoken ; fare you well now; aud yet ere

I go, let me go with that I came for, which is, with

knowing what hath paft between you and Claudio.

Bene. Only foul words, and thereupon I will kifs

thee.

Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, and foul wind
is but foul breath, and foul breath is noifome ; therefore I

will depart unkifs’d.

Bene. Thou haft frighted the word out of its right fenfe,

fo forcible is thy wit ; but I muft tell thee plainly, Claudio

undergoes my challenge, and either I muft fhoxtiy hear

from hiin, or I w'ill fubfcribe him a coward : and I pray

thee now tell me for which of my bad parts didft thou firft

fall in love with me ?

Beat. For them all together, which maintain’d fo politic

a ftate of evil, that they will not admit any good part to

intermingle with them: but for which of my good path

did you firft fufFer love for me ?

Bene. Suffer l:ve 1 a good epithet ; I do fjffer love indeed,

for I love thee againft my will.

Beat. In fpight of your heart, I think ; alas
!

poor

heart ! if you fpight it for my fake, I will fpight it for

yours; for I will never love that which my friend

hates.

Bene. Thou and I are too wife to woo peaceably.

Beat.
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Beat» It appears not in this confeffion ; there’s not one

wife man among twenty that will praiTe himfelf.

Be»e. An old, an old iallance, Beatrice^ that liv’d

in the time of good neighbours ; if a man do not ere^fl

in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he fliall live no

longer in monuments, than the balls ring and the widow

weeps.

Beat. And how long is that, think you ?

Bene, Queftion ? why an hour in clamour, and a quarter

in rheum ; therefore, it is moil expedient for the wife, if

Don worm (his confcience) find no impediment to the

contrary, to be the trumpet of his twn virtues, as I am
tomyfelf; fo much for praifing myfeif ; who, I myfelf

will bear witnefs, is praife worthy j and now tell me how
doth your coufin ?

Beat, Very ill.

Bene, And how do you ?

Beat, ill too.

Enter Urfula.

Bene, Serve God, love me, and mend ; there will leave

you too, for here comes one in halle.

Urfu. Madam, you mull come to your uncle
;

yonder’s

old coil at home ; it is proved my lady Hero hath been

falfly accus'’d, the Prinpe and Claudio mightily abus’d, and

Don John is the author of all, who is fled and gone: will

you come prefently ?

Beat. Will you go hear this news, Signior?

Be?ie. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and be
bury’d in thine eyes ; and moreover I will go with thee to

thy uncle. {^Exeunt.

SCENE a CHURCH.
Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, and Attendants mjith

tapers,

Claud. Is this the monument of Leonato?

Attend. It is, my lord.

E P
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EPITAPH.
Done to death by Jland'^rous ionguesy

Was the Hero that here lies .*

Death y in guerdon of her ^rongSy

Gi<ves her fame >vohich ne^er dies.

So the life that cfy^d ^with Jhamey
Lwes in death %mth glorious fame.

Hang thou there upon the tomby

Fraifng her^ nsohen lam dumb^

Claud. New mufick found, and fing your folemn^

hymn.
The SON G.

Pardon, Goddefs of the night,

^hofe thatfe^ thy virgin knight

;

For the njohich njoithfongs of^oey

Round about her tomb they go.

Midnighty, afjift our moan.

Help us to Jigh and groan.

Heavily, heavily,

Gracesya^n and yieldyour deady

ITUI death he uttered

Heavily, heavily.

Claud, Now unto thy bones good night

;

Yearly will I do this rite.

Pedro, Good-morrow, mailers, put your torches out.-

The wolves have prey’d ; and look, the gentle day-

Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about

Dapples the drowfy call with Ipots of grey.

Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you well.

Claud. Good-morrow, mailers j each his feveral way^
Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other weeds.

And then to Leonato^i we will go.

Claud, And Hymen now with luckier ilTue fpeeds

Than this, for whom we render’d up this. woe.
[^Exeuntt

S C E N E,
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SCENE, Leonato’j Ihufe.

Writer Leonato, Benedick, IVIargaret, Urfula, Antonio*

Friar, and Hero.

Friar, Did not I tell you Ihe was innocent ?

Leon. So are the Prince and Claudio who accus q

Upon the error that you heard debated.

But Margaret was in fome fault for this

;

Although againft her will, as it appears,

In the true courfe of all the queftion.

Jnt, Well, I am glad that all things fort fo well.

Bene And foam I, being elfe by faith enforc’d

To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it.

Leon, Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all.

Withdraw into a chamber by yourfelves,

And when I fend for you come hither mask’d :

The Prince and Claudio promis’d by this hour

To vifit me ;
you know your office, brother.

You muft be father to your brother’sxlaughter.

And give her to young Claudio. [Exeunt Ladiefi

Ant. Which 1 will do with confirm’d countenance.

Bene, Friar, I muft intreat your pains, I think.

Friar, To do what, Signior ?

Bene, To bind me or undo me, one of them

:

"Signior Leonato, truth it is, good Signior,

Your niece regards me, with an eye of favour.

Leon. That eye my daughter lent her, ’tis moft true.

Bene, And I do with an eye of Love requite her.

Leon. The fight whereof, I think, you had from me.

From Claudio and the Prince ; but what’s your will ?

Bene, Your anfwer. Sir, is enigmatical

;

But for my will, my will is, your good will

May ftand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d

I’th’ ftate of honourable marriage.

In which, good Friar, I fhalldeftre your help.

Leon, My heart is with your liking.

Friar. And my help.

Enter
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Enter Don Pedro and Claudio, *with Attendants^

Pedro, Good-morrow to "this fair aflembly.

Leon, Good-morrow, Prince, good morrow, Claudio,

We here attend you ; are you yet determin’d

To-day, to marry with my brother’s daughter ?

CJaud, rii hold my mind, were flie an Ethiope*

Leon, Call her forth, brother, here's the Friar ready.

Pedro, Good-morrow, Ben:dkk \ why, what’s the mat-
ter,

That you have fuch a Eelruary face.

So full of froft, of ftorm and cloudinefs ?

Claud. I think he thinks upon the favage bull :
—

Tudi, fear not, man, we'll tip thy horns with gold.

And fo all Europe lhall rejoice at thee.

As once Europa did at lully Jocve,

When he would play the noble beaft in love.

Bene, Bull Jonje^ Sir, had an amiable low.

And fome fuch ftrange bull leap’d your fathei 's cow.
And got a calf in that fame noble feat.

Much like to you, for you have juft his bleat.

Enter Hero, Beatrice, Margaret, and Urfula.

Claud, For this I ewe you ; here come other reckon*

ings.

Which is the lady I muft feize upon ?

Leon, This fam^e is (he, and I do give you her.

Claud, Why then ihe’s mine \ fweet, let me fee your

face.

Leon, No, that you (hall not, Mil you take her hand

Before this Friar, and fwear to marry her.

Claud, Give me your hand; before this holy Friar,

I am your hufband, if you like of me.

Hero, And when I liv’d, I was your other wife,

\JJnmaJking,.

And when you lov’d, you were my other hufband*

Claud, Another Hero?

Hero, Nothing certainer.

One Hero dy’d defil’d, but I do live

;

And (urely, as I live, lam a maid.

Pedr^ The former Hero ^ Heroy th^t is dead !

Leon,
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Leon. She dy’d, my lord, but whiles her flander liv’d.

Friar. All this amazement can I qualify.

When after that the holy rites are ended.

I’ll thee largely of fair Hero\ death :

Mean time let wonder feem familiar,

i\nd to the chapel let us prefently.

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. Which Is Beatrice?

Beat. I anfwer to that name ; what is your will ?

Bene. Do not you love me ?

Beat. Why, no ; no more than reafon.

Bene. Why then your uncle, and the prince, and Claudio^

have been deceived ; they fwore you did.

Beat. Do not you love me ?

Bene. Troth, no ; no more than reafon.

Beat. Why, then my coufin, Margaret, and Ur/ula

Are much deceiv’d ; for they did fwear you did.

Bene. They fwore you were almoft fick for me.

Beat. They fwore you were well-nigh dead for me.
Bene. ’Tis no matter, then you do not love me ?

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompence.

Leon. Come, couhn, 1 am fure you love the gentleman.

Claud. And Til be fworn upon it that he loves her;

For here’s a paper written in his hand,

A halting fonnet of his own pure brain,

Fafliion’d to Beatrice,

Hero. And here’s another,

Writ in my confm’s hand, ftolen from her pocket.

Containing her affeftion unto Benedick,

Bene. A miracle ! here’s our own handi againll our hearts

;

come, I will have thee ; but, by this light, 1 take thee for
pity.

Beat. I would now deny you, but, by this good day, I
yield upon great perfuafion, and partly to fave your life ; for
as I was told, you were in a confumption.

Bene. Peace, I will Hop your mouth.
Pedro. How doft thou. Benedick, the married man ?

Bene. I’ll tell thee what. Prince; a college of wit-crackers
cannot flout me out of my humour : doll thou think I care
for a fatire, or an epigram ? no : if a man will be beaten
with brains, he fliall wear nothing handfeme about him. In
brief, fince I do purpofe to marry, I will think nothing to

any4)urpore that the world can fay againfl it ; and therefore

never
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never flout a. : for what I have faid againfl it ; for man
is a giddy thiri^^ . d ^his is my concluflon ; for thy part,

Claudio^ I did thi». . : ave beaten thee, but in that thou

art like to be my .man, live unbruis’d, and love my
coufin.

Claud, I had .1 hoped thou Vt aldfl have denied Bea~

tricet that I c have cudgell’d :hee out of thy Angle

life, to m?V jee a double dealer, which out of queftion

thou v/ilt if my coufin do not look exceeding narrowly

to thee

Be Jome, come, we are friends ; let’s have a dance,

are marry’d, that we may lighten our own hearts,

a’ ar wives heels.

.eon. We’ll have dancing afterwards.

Bene. Firfl, o' my word ; therefore play muAc.
.
Prince,

thou art fad, .get thee a wife, get thee a wife ^ there is no

Itaff more reverend than one tipt with horn.

Enter Meflenger.

Mejf, My lord,
,

your brother John is ta’en in flight.

And brought with armed men back to MeJJina,

Benei Think not on him till to-mprrow : I’ll devife thee

brave. punifliments for him. Strike up, pipers. [Dance.

[Exeunt omnes.

FINIS.
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